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FOE BEAUTY'S SAKE. 



CHAPTEE I. 

THE MOURNING ANGEL. 

Bella Venezia ! Venezia la Sicca ! The soft 
shadows of a July evening had gathered on tho 
surface of the lagoon, and the marble palaces rising 
from the bosom of the " Canale Grande/' looked 
like ghostly spectres in the hazy light. Here and 
there an illumined window cast its reflection in tho 
water beneath, when the stillness of the hour was 
broken by the swelling sound of music, making 
many echoes in the City of Marble. A water con- 
cert wending its way towards the Rialto, followed 
by a sinuous stream of gondolas, each bearing in its 
funereal, vault-like, interior some specimen of beauty 
richly dressed, and reclining on the cushions in an 
attitude of careless enjoyment of the hour, the music,. 

B 



2 For Beauty* s Sake. 

and the romantic associations. Under the Rialto 
they halted, drawing fairy forms in white flowing 
robes, out on the balconies to drink in the sweetness 
of thrilling sounds. 

As the highly decorated barge, hung with festoons 
of coloured lamps, took up its position under the 
bridge, a window was flung open in one of the 
adjacent palaces, and the figure of a young girl in 
mourning leaned with clasped hands over the edge 
of the balcony, and gazed down with eyes in which 
there was no joy, upon the lighted scene. There 
were some clever musicians in that barge, and the 
masterly touches produced a combination of soul- 
stirring sounds. 

The face of the young girl lighted up for a 
moment, as a brilliant fantasia was being performed. 
When a cold voice asked her if she " intended lend- 
ing herself as an exhibition to the gaping crowd 
below !" 

" Oh, papa !" she exclaimed, " how can I possibly 
he distinguished up here in the gloom ?" 

"I think," said the cold voice again, "your 
unfortunate sister has done enough in the distin- 
guishing art to serve for the whole family, without 
your wishing for another like calamity. During our 
stay here, be it long or short, keep as much within 
doors as possible, and when necessity compels you 
to seek the outside world, take Elvira with you." 
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At the mention of her sister, the girl clenched 
her hands until she felt the impress of her nails in 
the delicate palm. Large tears rose to her eyes, 
and in sorrowful tones she replied, 

"Papa, why bring up poor Meta's fate as a 
warning to me; am I a child to be forbidden 
access to the 'Piazza;' have I not been to you as 
a daughter far above my years in my zealous guard 
over you and our miserable secret ? Why reproach 
me now for no fault committed ; why are you ever 
cold and stern V 

With a passionate burst of weeping, the girl 
closed the window to shut out the sounds of the 
music of the night, and, falling into a chair oppo- 
site her father, wept in an hysterical manner. 
He looked at her first in pity. Thinking as 
she had no mother's love or care, she must be 
sometimes morbid; then again, as she showed no 
signs of abating her grief, he called to her in a 
softer voice, 

" Leila, dry your tears and listen to me?" She 
looked up. " You are often very lonely, very sad, 
often left entirely to your own resources without 
much of my society; would you like to return to 
England, and wait my coming at your aunt's ?" 

"No, no, anything but that! the close air of 
her home kills me, and her harsh judgment of 
our misfortune and its cause makes me desperate." 

b2 



4 For Beauty's Sake. 

" Very well, content yourself here till our name 
has ceased to be a theme of public indignation, 
until another such case engrosses the great mind, 
and permits our misfortune to pass into obli- 
vion. 

Leila gave him all her attention, but with the 
saddest expression ever seen on the faoe of a girl 
of nineteen summers. 

"I will do all you wish, papa; and, indeed, am 
most careful in keeping out of the throng of busy 
sight-seers, in case of being recognized." 

" It is well," he answered, preparing to leave the 
room. " You cannot take too many precautions ; 
and always go out veiled." 

Shall you be late ?" she asked timidly. 
Most likely ; but don't wait, it would spoil your 
youthful complexion to be ever on the watch for my 
return. Good-night, child." 

Leila would fain have kissed him, but since their 
trouble his affectionate greetings were suppressed. 
The little speech she had so nicely prepared for him 
remained unsaid; his cold manner checked her 
affection, and his unjust inclination to make her 
suffer for the guilty roused her indignation. Shortly 
after her father had left the palace, her maid Elvira 
glided in. They had brought no English servants 
with them, lest their story should have been pro- 
claimed in every hotel, and were pleased their 
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domestics were in ignorance of any language save 
Italian. Leila spoke it well, it having been her 
favourite study. 

"Would not the signorina go on the Piazza di 
San Marco ? the band was playing, it would divert 
her. The hour was just the fashionable time when 
all Venice thronged the favourite focus of life* 
Surely, she had not been out all day, why not 
come?" 

" My father does not care for me to be seen alone, 
Elvira/' she said, trying to put the temptation from 
her. 

"I shall be with you, and you can wear 
your veil, like La Contessa. Ah,, yes, it would be 
nice!" 

The gondola was at the steps with the watchful 
Adolfo, ever ready to convey his young mistress 
where she pleased to direct. The air of the house 
was hot, after the burning rays of the sun on it all 
day. A little cool breeze would be grateful ; and as 
Elvira returned with her veil, gloves, and fan, there 
was no excuse. Pasquilina would be careful to 
admit no one in her absence. Why, then, should she 
not leave her prison-house for a short respite? 
Elvira dexterously pinned her veil, fastening a large 
white rose at the side ; and, following Leila down the 
marble stairs, they silently embarked. 

u San Marco/' 



6 For Beauty } s Sake. 

"Si, si," replied Adolfo, swiftly propelling the 
dark shadow onwards. 

A fleet of gondolas were moored at the steps as 
they approached, and the same old man with a 
hook ' drew them to a convenient landing-place. 
How well she knew his sun-browned face and the 
ragged straw hat for her donation. Two English- 
men preceded her, talking loudly; evidently tourists, 
judging by their careless attire, and the white 
muslin streaming from their hats ; causing a smile 
on many a face as they passed the brilliant cafes, 
with the usual gathering of merchants, nobles, and 
officers. 

As the pitiful cry of a beggar fell on the ears of 
the tallest man, he suddenly turned to the glare of 
the lamps so as to inspect the contents of his purse, 
intending to bestow a small piece of silver on the 
hungry-looking man who was pouring forth a 
torrent of woes. 

The light fell on the face of Leila, as she ad- 
vanced, closely attended by Elvira ; her dark gar- 
ments and pnre fresh beantjr forming a striking 
contrast to the type of faces around her. Some 
of the handsomest Venetian ladies were gathered 
there, but not one of them drew so much attention 
as Leila, as she passed on with light step and peer- 
less grace. 

As the Englishman noticed her, he started and 
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gazed again — that face ! where had he seen one so 
like as to pass in reality for the one now before 
him ? " Great heavens ! " he muttered, " it can't be, 
and yet that face has haunted me for months." The 
powerful man shuddered as he looked after Leila's 
retreating supple figure. " There never could be 
two such faces in the world." 

The beggar was forgotten, and his friend likewise, 
in the absorbing, puzzling thought of who that 
really was in the black garments and Spanish veil. 

The mendicant seeing his gaze directed after 
Leila, and his start of surprise, said, in a different 
tone to the one in which he solicited alms, " Una 
bella donna, signore." Tossing him a small coin, 
he followed that lithe figure with the small proud 
erect head, bearing a solitary white rose. She had 
halted for awhile in the crowd listening to the band, 
now and then turning to her attendant to say a few 
simple words of approbation, regardless of the eyes 
fixed on her beautiful features. 

Elvira noticed the earnest gaze of the young 
Englishman, and whispering to Leila to "move on," 
they passed into the shade of a closed shop and 
waited until the conspicuous hat had turned another 
way. But he was not to be deterred from his 
purpose, and follow her he would until he learned 
her name and whether his senses had deceived him 
as to her identity. An intrigue to Elvira was second 
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nature. She delighted in escorting the beautiful 
girl from place to place, delighted in the undis- 
guised praise and murmur of admiration accorded 
to her ; and nothing would have pleased her better 
than to see some Venetian noble the accepted lover 
of her young mistress. The troubled gaze of the 
Englishman puzzled her, and she determined on 
taking her home. 

" It grows late, signorina," said the woman in a 
most respectful manner, " had we not better return ? " 

The white hat followed, and Elvira noticed and 
grew angry ; this was not at all the sort of admirer 
she wanted for Leila ; and if he was going to spy 
out their abode, she would lead him a nice round. 
Whispering her suspicions to her mistress, and 
obtaining her compliance to give him a false clue 
to her whereabouts, she told Adolfo to take a side 
canal leading to her mother's house, moor the 
gondola outside, and accompany them in for 
awhile. He guessed what it meant, seeing the 
frantic efforts of the muslin streamers to call the 
attention of his gondoliere. The delay favoured 
them, and in another five minutes they were lost 
in the darkness of the gloom pervading the unpre- 
tending water lanes. The archway was reached and 
the three entered ; Elvira peeped from a small 
opening to note the fact of their passing. Leila's 
gondola was the same as most others, nothing 
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•conspicuous about it. A warning hand was held up 
by Elvira for perfect quiet as a gondola containing 
the two Englishmen dashed past. A smile broke 
over her shrewd face, and beckoning to Leila, they 
re-entered and were conveyed safely to the palazzo. 
She ventured no more in public after this adventure, 
save in the early morning to the Lido, or in the 
dusk round the islands. 

Her father was more than usually silent, and 
Leila wondered when he would cast off his tie-en- 
veloped wrapper, and be the same he was in the 
happy days of the past — before their trouble. 

It was a feast day and all the shops were closed. 
The streets and canals were crowded with holiday 
makers, and the churches with worshippers. Elvira 
liad begged of Leila to accompany her to the 
cathedral, where services were to be all day. In the 
<srowd she would pass unnoticed, and it would afford 
her a good opportunity of seeing the zealous 
offering their ardent prayers in the light of the 
burning lamps before the shrines, mixed with the 
warm-tinted shades of evening stealing through the 
painted windows. She went, as she had often gone 
before, out of curiosity. The magnificence of the 
vast edifice, the mosaics, the columns of porphyry, 
the marbles, the gold and silver crucifixes were 
familiar to her eyes ; and she wandered from one 
shrine to another, waiting till Elvira had finished 
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her devotions, when the two Englishmen she had 
before seen on the c San Marco ' were making their 
way through the crowd of worshippers. Would 
fchey recognize her, or pass on? The distant swelling 
of the organ attracted them. Taking up her posi- 
tion near a column, she watched their movements* 
Had she seen either of these before? she asked 
herself. Ere the question had time to fade from her 
mind, a hand was laid on her arm, and her father's, 
voice told her, in suppressed tones of alarm, to 
"come home." Then he whispered a name in 
her ear which had the power to drive the blood 
from her cheek, and taking his arm they quickly 
left the sacred precincts, and were again safe from 
curious eyes in the shelter of the old marble 
palazzo. 

Her father told her to " shun the presence of the 
white turbaned Englishman, and not to venture out 
till he had left Venice." 

" Are we always to be thus," she asked, " hiding 
from our fellow-creatures, and ashamed to seek the 
open street in the light of day ?" 

"It must be even so, till time rolls on and we are 
not the objects of morbid curiosity, which our mis- 
fortune has made us," he answered bitterly. 

"Have you been noticed, do you think, papa?" 
she asked. 

" Scarcely; my beard has so altered the character 
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of my face, that even my intimate friends would bfr 
at a loss to recognize me." 

Elvira guessed some trouble had fallen on her 
young mistress by the gloom of her expression and 
the wish to confine herself to the house. " They 
had no letters/' she thought; then it must be by the 
order of her father. What mystery hung over 
them? — she wondered what. Leila told her her 
mother was dead, but as to mentioning any other 
family particular she had been silent. 

About a fortnight had passed in this seclusion, 
when her father told her she might betake herself 
to the Lido or where she pleased, as their enemy 
had left for Milan. Arranging herself in her 
simplest costume, she made her way on foot through 
the narrowest lanes, called " streets," and was once 
more in the busy scene of the Piazza. A delicate 
basket hung on her arm, filled with food for the 
pigeons ; it pleased her to see them gather from all 
parts of the city to partake of the public hospitality 
heaped upon them at their midday meal. 

Leila made a beautiful picture surrounded by the 
fluttering birds, eager to press nearer for her bounty; 
yet timidly fearing to perch on her outstretched 
hand until they were assured of her friendly mean- 
ing. In the group watching the repast was a man 
with bronzed complexion, as if subjected to a hotter 
sun than was now flooding the square with its heat. 
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As she was moving away her handkerchief fell 
without her knowledge or that of Elvira, who was 
talking to a friend in the gathering; coming for- 
ward with raised hat the stranger presented it to 
her. Lifting her eyes full of astonished surprise at 
being addressed in her language, she met those of 
the stranger bent upon her in evident admiration. 
He was in mourning too, and on the hand in which 
her handkerchief was held was a large ring, with a 
deep band of black enamel, and in gold letters, " In 

memory of ." She had never seen him before, 

but his likeness to one who was now no more made 
her feel as if the dead had suddenly risen before her, 
to ask why that life had been ruthlessly snapped 
asunder in the midst of enjoyment. Giddy, sick at 
heart, and faint with apprehension, she stretched 
<rot her hand in her agitation; forgetting to thank 
him she moved away, scarcely conscious of his 
amazed look at her extraordinary manner. Was 
she always to meet some dread thing reminding her 
of the past and its terrible blot? The Piazza 
seemed fraught with adventures of a disagreeable 
nature, and she determined to go no more there. 

In one of the front rooms belonging to a large 
hotel, sat an elderly widow lady, looking down on 
the canal and the few closely-curtained boats hurry- 
ing past, as if to try and shun the dazzling glare on 
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the shining surface. It was time for her son Edward 
to be at home out of the heat ; besides, the luncheon 
would be ready: glancing at her watch she was 
wondering what interesting painting he was stand- 
ing before, lost as to the passing time, when he 
entered, bearing signs on his face as to the heated 
atmosphere outside. 

" Ah, mother, it's like India this morning ; I come 
home for a little cool air and I find it almost as hot, 
without the comforts of our life out there !" 

"You should not be out so late, sir; there is 
scarce a gondola on the water; all the wise have 
long since sought the cool shelter of their marble 
homes," she answered, looking fondly and tearfully 
at his handsome face, so forcibly reminding her of 
the son she had not so very long since wept over. 
The son so cruelly taken from her. 

"1 saw a face to-day, mother, in the Piazza, the 
most beautiful I've ever seen. An English girl, too, 
in the deepest mourning. When I offered her a 
handkerchief she dropped, I thought she would 
have fainted as her eyes rested on me. She 
evidently mistook me for some one bearing a 
resemblance, but with unpleasant memories called 
up in consequence, for she hurried off with her maid 
Without thanking me for my gallantry." 

His mother slightly trembled as he recounted 
Leila's astonishment and look of almost terror. 
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" Tell me what age, and describe her." 

€t Tall, with easy figure,, slightly formed ; small 
proud head, golden hair, and the richest brown 
eyes ever seen in the head of an Englishwoman ; 
delicate features, and a sad expression; about 
4?wenty I should say," he replied. 

The mother's face blanched as he poured his 
admiration for this unknown into her ears. 

" I should like to find out who she is ; every eye 
was upon her this morning, and she so indifferent 
and unconscious, making a sweet picture, feeding 
the pigeons — heeding none." 

' " She may be some adventuress assuming those 
quiet manners the more to attract attention," said 
his mother with a pain at her heart lest the golden- 
haired girl should be the same she expected. 

" She looks too pure and innocent to be an 
adventuress. No, mother, depend upon it she is 
a noble girl, and I shall inquire at the Bank to-day 
who she is." 

Opening her desk, she drew forth a cabinet 
portrait of a young girl with deep-set brown eyes 
and clustering tresses of golden hair. Handing it 
to him with trembling tones she said, 

u Is it like your beautiful unknown ?" 

" Good Heavens ! it's one and the same person !" 
he exclaimed. " Who is she, mother?" 

With bowed head, and the tears trickling through 
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the thin fingers bearing a memorial ring, she 
answered in tones of anguish, 

"It is Leila Wynton, and Meta's sister. Now, 
my son, you know." 

"Oh! mother, my poor mother," throwing his 
strong arm round her, " we will leave this evening. 
I would not subject you to meeting her, perhaps in 
the same church on Sunday." 

" Do you think I could find peace or rest under 
the same roof? do you think I could collect my 
thoughts to pray with the dead face of your brother 
before me, as if reproaching me for being in the 
vicinity of — " 

"Hush!" he said, "we must not judge her; 
remember it was only a suspicion, nothing was 
proved against her." 

Mrs. Harburn was greatly agitated, the subject 
was an all-powerful one, and the cause had well- 
nigh broken her heart. Descending to the large 
•cool 8alle a manger, a knot of English people were 
talking energetically; drawing near to listen, Edward 
Harburn heard them fully descant on the beauty of 
Leila. It seemed they had been to an Art Gallery, 
and were struck with her uncommon loveliness. 

" She must be a Roman Catholic," said one, " for 
we have never seen her at the English Service." 

They appealed to the head waiter, " Did he know 
a beautiful English lady in deep mourning V 
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" No, but he had heard her called by some Italian 
gentlemen, as 'the Mourning Angel/ No one 
seemed to know her." 

Mrs. Harburn sat all this out, every word sinking 
dflttn into hftr crriftvfncy heart* She heard them plan 
™»W „^'o f »^ g L-k. _ «*',»» 
who she was. The charm of being in the Silent 
City was over for her, and she longed to leave and 
seek another place, free from the presence of the 
beautiful Leila. 

Curiosity continued at its height, and Edward 
Harburn found himself attending to a Miss 
Vanstone, who sat next him, and was entering 
freely with him on the subject. 

"Will you not assist us in discovering who she is? 
Surely you, as a man, must be equally inquisitive as 
to her history?" 

"1 am about to leave Venice shortly, therefore 
my curiosity is of no use, and I fear my supreme 
indifference as to your beautiful unknown would 
only damp your enthusiasm were I to lend my 
assistance." 

"I can't understand it," she replied, in a vexed 
tone ; " when half of the inhabitants of this •Silent 
City are ready to bow down before her ; I am only a ^ 
girl, and her beauty haunts me so incessantly that 
I intend sweeping the canal till midnight so as to 
see her again." 
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t€ Which I trust for your peace of mind and satis- 
faction will be to-night/' he answered smiling. 

" She is called by the frequenters of the piazza, 
€ The Mourning Angel/ because of her heavy black 
robes/' continued Miss Vanstone, " and we all went 
to the English service on purpose to watch for her ; 
but she never came." 

" Perhaps your fair goddess worships at another 
shrine/' he suggested. 

As the meal was concluded, he heard her give 
especial orders that her gondola was to be kept at 
the steps for her service, and that no one was to bo 
permitted to take it away. 

Mrs. Harburn signing to her son to leave, they 
adjourned to their spacious room to talk over their 
plans and Miss Vanstone's folly. 



CHAPTEE n. 

I'M JENNY SMTTHSON. 

A dusty road leading from a well-watered English 
town, along which three ladies were wending their 
way towards a rising ground on which appeared a 
nest of neat villas, shining like snow heaps in the 
August sun. The two ladies in advance were talk- 
ing eagerly, while now and then they scanned the 
threatening clouds of purple hue indicating the 
rapid approach of a thunderstorm, and wondering 
could they reach a place of shelter ere it burst 
over them. The eldest of the three looked very 
delicate, and leaned heavily on the arm of her 
young companion, who was encouraging her to 
walk faster ; mother and daughter hurrying home 
after a pleasant shopping excursion in the town, 
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the pretty little town of Langton, where invalids 
passed the summer in drinking the mineral waters, 
and seekiflg health on the rising hills on donkey- 
tack or invalid-chairs. 

"Meta, I can't walk faster; let me rest on this 
bank," sinking down as she spoke in a relieved sort 
of way that a few moments' freedom from exertion 
were to be hers. 

"Papa will be so angry, dear mamma. Re- 
member, we are already late," the daughter replied, 
glancing up at a large house surrounded by thick 
trees about half a mile further on. The mother 
made no reply. The third wanderer on the dusty 
road passed them slowly; she was dressed in 
widows' weeds. They all knew one another by 
appearance ; living in the same neighbourhood, 
attending the same place of worship, occasionally 
meeting at an evening party, their faces were 
familiar, but further than this they knew nothing 
of each other. Before the lady in widows' weeds 
had advanced many steps, the thunder burst 
with terrific force, and the rain descended 
heavily on the dusty road, converting the ac- 
cumulated dusty heaps into muddy pools in a short 
time. The three women ran for shelter under a low 
gateway leading into a farmer's domain, thickly 
shaded with overhanging trees. Their meeting in 
this way had nothing extraordinary about it; it 

c 2 
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was a very commonplace sort of every-day oc- 
currence. 

Neither Mrs Harburn nor Meta Wynton could 
nave the faintest idea of the after-results of that 
casual acquaintance made under the dripping boughs, 
with the fury of the thunderstorm pealing in their 
ears. 

" Mamma, you look frightened ; it will soon be over, 
see the bit of blue sky breaking through/' remarked 
Meta, while Mrs Harburn also encouraged the 
delicate-looking mother. 

We are near neighbours/' she said smiling,. 

and I had intended calling on you long ago r 
had my son kept his promise to visit me ere 
this." 

" We shall be very pleased to see you " returned 
Mrs Wynton, " with or without your son." 

Then they talked of the quiet of Langton, and 
hoped the young people would find some amuse- 
ment on the river when her Oxonian came down, of 
whose varied accomplishments the mother spoke 
warmly. 

Meta, with her great beauty of expression, quite 
won the regard of the sad-looking Mrs Harburn, 
who, when parting with them at the gate, expressed 
her pleasure at having made their acquaintance. 

About a fortnight after their encounter, when 
numerous little friendly visits had been exchanged, 
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and Meta had worked her way into the widow's heart 
by her winning manner, the Oxford son arrived 
without a note of warning. August was still linger- 
ing with them, and the perfume of mignonette was 
as heavy as it had ever been, when the iron gate 
was flung back on its creaking hinges, and a tall 
fine-looking young man strode hastily towards the 
•door. Mrs. Harburn was at that moment visiting a 
sick neighbour. Meta had called, as was her custom, 
to induce her to take a stroll, and was now leisurely 
waiting her coming, turning over the leaves of her 
album, and admiring the handsome sons— one in 
the Indian Civil Service and the other now actually 
entering the doorway, glancing round the room as 
if for his mother, and with a deep inclination of the 
handsome head to Meta. 

" I fear I have strayed into the wrong house." 

" If you are Mr Harburn, your footsteps have not 
^rred ; this is your destination," she replied with a 
mischievous look. 

" Then, my mother ? " 

"Is absent on a mission of mercy, and I am left 
keeper in ordinary to her Majesty." 

"May I ask the name of one holding so ex- 
alted a position ? " 

" Certainly ; I am called Smithson, Jenny Smith- 
son, teacher in the national school," with another 
look of lurking mischief in her beautiful eyes. 
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« I do not envy you your position/' he replied, his 
eyes taking in every detail of her becoming fashion- 
able toilette, fresh and pretty enough for a horti- 
cultural fete, — out of place on the humble person 
she, out of pure mischief, represented herself ta 
be. 

" My position would be unbearable were it not for 
the compassionate kindness of your mother, who 
permits me to spend most of my holidays under her 
charming roof." 

"Indeed, you must have cast some spell upon 
her, for she takes not to strangers." 

The young lady had resumed her pretty low chair,, 
while he remained standing, looking down on her 
youthful beauty, and wondering would the fates ever 
bestow such another upon him for life. 

" Talk," she said, tapping a book with a delicate 
paper-knife. " You, fresh from Oxford, must be full 
of knowledge." 

" You, fresh from the national school, must ba 
brimful of wisdom ; impart some to me I pray, Miss 
Jenny Smithson." 

They both burst out laughing, and ere the 
merry sounds had died away Mrs Harburn entered, 
looking very surprised. 

" My boy," she cried hastily embracing him, 
forgetful of the presence of Meta, who looked 
demurely into the green grassy plot with its stiff 
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beds of scarlet geraniums and one solitary yew- 
tree near the gate. 

"You forget Miss Smithson, mother," drawing 
her attention to Meta. 

" There is no Miss Smithson here ; if you are 
in ignorance of who my little friend is, I will intro- 
duce you : ' Meta Wynton ; my son, Charles/ " Meta 
bows, he stares, while his mother looks amazed. 
" What dumb show is this ? " she asks. 

" I fear your little friend is fond of mysteries ; 
she introduced herself to me as the national school 
mistress, Jenny Smithson." 

They all laughed, and Meta blushed. 

€t I did it for fun, dear Mrs Harburn, to see how 
his maimer would change directly he found out I 
was not in his set ; but I will do him the justice to 
say his bearing remained quite unchanged." 

Another laugh, and she prepares to leave. 

" You must be tired after your journey ; besides, 
I know how anxiously your mother has been waiting 
your arrival from day to day. Allow me now to say 
cm revovr, and leave you to a happy tete-a-tete. 

" Promise to come round this evening, dear, 
after dinner, and we will enjoy a ramble in the 
cool." 

" Let me add my entreaties, and say do take pity 
on our desolate solitariness, Miss "Wynton." His 
eyes looked for her reply with an eagerness in them 
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foreign to the fond gaze of his mother, which was 
fastened on his speaking face. 

" Surely/' she thought, " Meta had in a short half- 
hour wrought a wonderful change in this son of hers, 
who to her knowledge was seldom commonly civil to 
girls." 

Taking a leaf from the stand of flowers, the young 
lady said, " Let this piece of green innocence decide. 
After dinner, to-morrow, next day — after dinner. 
There/ ' holding it up triumphantly, "the wishes 
of two just people are answered, and I go on my 
way rejoicing/' waving a delicate gloved hand to 
the mother. 

As her well-moulded and piquant figure passed 
before the window, he broke out with, "Now tell 
me all about her ; she is very bewitching/' 

" When I have heard all about yourself, my son, 
I will tell you." 

u No, my story will keep ; tell me who she 
is?" 

" They are rich people, idle do-nothing people, 
who have come here for Mrs. Wynton's health. Meta 
is the eldest girl, and there is a sister very beau- 
tiful, I hear, staying in Yorkshire with some re- 
lations." 

" Don't you know something more, mother ; 
what is the father like ? " 

"A tall, cold, well-informed man, not particu- 
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larly pleasing and not over attentive to the deli- 
cate wife, who is still very handsome." 

" What style is the other girl ? " he asked, taking 
an unwonted interest in the family. 

"Judging from her portrait, very beautiful; 
brown-eyed, golden-haired, queen-like figure, so I 
have heard her described ; called Leila." 

"Mother, I never saw a nicer style than this 
Meta; if her sister surpasses her in beauty, it 
would be worth a visit to Yorkshire to see her." 

If her son was going to do nothing but lose his 
head about this Wynton family, the mother thought 
she had better move from the camp of the Philis- 
tines. Hers was a jealous love and would brook 
no half devotion shared with another. 

u I've come down for a fortnight, just to dream 
and idle on the sunny river, in order to rest my 
weary brain. Carston will look us up next week; 
his head-piece wants rest also ; and as he is one of 
my few friends, I know you will welcome him." 

" He is safe of a warm welcome from me ; it needs 
only the title to ensure it," she replied. 

" Good madre, I know I can always count on you, 
and now Fll go up and relieve my whiskers of a 
ton of dust," blowing her a kiss as he left the room. 

Was there ever a mother with two such sons as it 
was her fortune to own ? Certainly nojj. Edward, 
her eldest, scorching under the heat of an Indian 
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sun, was equally nice, equally loving. She had lost 
her husband some two years since, but, with the' 
gentle thoughtfulness displayed by Charlie, her 
sorrows had been much softened. 

Bight o' clock, and he strolls down the dusty road, 
cigar between his lips, to meet the Meta with the 
blackest eyes and hair he had ever seeu. Then her 
complexion — her smile, the tout ensemble. Surely 
she was very bewitching ! 

He was leaning over a gate with an extensive view 
of meadow land ; and a desolate pensive-looking 
donkey, remaining in the same position for a length 
of time as though paid by a photographer not to 
move a hair, stared complacently at him from the 
other side. Its ludicrous posture and his own 
absorbed one at last dawned upon his sense of the 
absurd. 

A hearty laugh fell upon his ear, and a vision in 
mauve silk and muslin came before his eyes. There 
stood Meta, with the smallest of hats and the most 
wicked of looks, taking in his donkey-admiring pro- 
pensity. " Oh ! for a pencil to sketch you both ; one 
on one side, the other on the other, with its long 
flapping ears ; were you trying to discover a family 
likeness, Mr. Harburn ? " 

" Really you are too severe; can you trace the 
descent ? " 

" Only in your mild enduring eyes ; they are akin 
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to your patient friend's." Here she laughed again, 
but so musically that he forgave her. 

" I need not expect mercy at your hands, I see, 
Miss Wynton ; from the first you played upon my 
credulity." 

" You looked so taken aback at finding only poor 
little me, instead of your mother, that I was de- 
termined to set you at ease." 

" Very kind," smiling sarcastically ; ' "do you 
always consider your friends in like manner ? " 

" Oh ! dear, no ; far from it. I am of so unlucky a 
disposition as to lose them directly I make them, 
consequently I have none on my list to consider." 

He looked at her to read the truth of her asser- 
tion in the smiling face of beauty turned towards 
him. 

"Tour eyes are truthful," he remarked, "but 
there lurks a love of wickedness in the whole 
expression which swallows up and belies the 
former." 

" Try again," she replied ; " it's an unhappy 
portrait." 

" True, nevertheless, Miss Wynton. I can read 
the face of women like a glass." 

" Most wonderful sir, whence this power ; tell me, 
I pray you, that I may glean a little knowledge ? " 

" It is a dangerous thing ; better starve than be 
half satisfied." 
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" Nay, I beseech you, fair sir, grant my desire ; 
casting a half-concealed look of amusement on 
him. 

" The coming of my mother forbids my enlight- 
ening you at present, fairest of the fair/' 

" Look at the harvest moon, Meta ; did you ever 
see anything so beautiful ? " 

"The river must look pretty to-night," she replied, 
*' bathed in its soft light. Let us go, Mrs. Harburn, 
if not too far." 

" By all means. Charlie has a little skiff moored 
>at its edge; would you like a row in the soft 
glimmering light ? " 

" I would with all my heart, but it is too small 
for three, and I don't relish a sudden death," she 
replied. 

" You would be safe with me, Miss Wynton ; I am 
a practised hand." 

"You know I never go on the water, dear, so 
take Meta ; it would please hex." 

" Just for a little while then, as you will be all 
alone," turning to her friend. 

" I will watch you from the bank, and dream in 
the moonlight till you land." 

Sitting opposite to him with her knees almost 
under her chin, so shallow was the crank little craft, 
and disposing of her white muslin so as to escape 
^crushing, and wondering if he could discern her 
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stockings from his seat, — she found herself gliding 
down the river, both silent. 

" Can you sing, Mr. Waterman ? if so let us break 
forth into melody, rousing the birds, disturbing the 
water-rats, and alarming the primitive inhabitants 
of yonder village." 

" I believe I can do a little of everything, Mis& 
Meta; lay your commands upon me." 

€t Strike up then, and let me hear you before I 
trust my voice with yours." 

" y Pon my soul, you are the strangest girl of my 
acquaintance," bending a look of astonishment upon 
her. 

" Oh ! stare away ; I am quite accustomed to it, 
from the market clown to the marquis." This she 
said in her sauciest tone. 

" Answer me one question first, — is your sister 
Leila in your style ? " 

"Not a bit; as different as I am from your 
Jackass friend. A tall, thoughtful, nicely-spoken 
girl, with a strawberry-and-cream complexion and 
velvet eyes. Now go on if you intend to be oblig- 
ing." 

« I think," he replied, " I shall like Leila better," 
with a sly look under his hat to see how she took 
it. 

" You would not be of mortal mould if you did 
not ; everybody does, from the cat upwards, until the 
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list is complete by including the whole of the human 
species, men, women, and creeping things." He 
laughed. 

Why are you so droll ?" 

Born so, and sent away from my parental home 
at the age of six, hurled into the society of French 
girls, mixed up with monks shaven and unshaven, 
knocked about the world because my evil nature 
made me a torment to my mother's gentle dispo- 
sition, that is why I am odd, most sapient 
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sir." 



"And your sister Leila, did she bear you com- 
pany ? " 

" Oh ! no ; saintly Leila was too sweet and shrink- 
ing to be entrusted to the care of strangers. She was 
nurtured at home under the watchful eyes of my 
father, my mother, three maiden aunts, with red 
noses and vile tempers, and the doctor." 

" A charming combination," laughed Charlie. 

" Very ; Leila likes that sort of home gathering, 
and thrives in an aunty atmosphere which would be 
the death of me." 

" When do you expect her ? " he asked, looking 
somewhat coldly at her. 

" Directly she has had sufficient of the wilds of my 
aunt' 8 locality and her ferocious society. To be able 
to form an idea of her alarming hideousness, Aunt 
Kate must be seen in the flesh." 
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" Is she so very ugly ? " 

" Ugly is no name for it ; she is so terrible-looking 
that in the street, children give vent to Indian yells, 
and run for shelter to the first house they 
see " 

" Describe her, Miss Meta," he replied. 

" She baffles human description. Picture to your- 
self a gaunt object close on six feet, skin the colour 
of saffron with a dash of brimstone in it, a mur- 
derous countenance, high cheek bones rising like 
pyramids, round which two squinting eyes dart fury 
flashes. Now you have my respected father's sister 
before you, Catherine Beddington." 

"I fear the portrait is overdrawn," laughing 
heartily. 

" She talks of escorting our fair Leila home ; 
should the event take place in your time, Pll send 
for you, let it be midnight, daybreak, or noon." 

The boat had been gently gliding on in the 
pale moonlight when he suddenly thought of his 
mother. 

" Had we not better return ? The many fasci- 
nations of the hour have bewitched me, Miss Meta." 

" Then the sooner you become unbewitched the 
better; your mother won't stand any nonsense," 
laughing merrily at her companion. 

" You are like a water sprite in a transformation 
.scene," he exclaimed, as the moonbeams fell upon 
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her now they had left the narrow part overhung by 
waving branches. 

" You pay compliments, do you ? part of your 
studies at Oxford, I presume/' 

" Who could have vou in the same boat and not 
say something nice ; no man endowed with man's 
feelings." 

" You have all learnt the same rhyme ; can't you 
put yourself out of the beaten track to say some- 
thing uncommon ? " with her saucy smile, and show- 
ing the whitest teeth, on which the moonlight 
rested, adding to their glistening appearance. 

tf I'll think over something in the night, and tell 
you to-morrow." 

" Don't keep awake on purpose to distress your 
brain ; sleeplessness induces insanity, at least so I've 
heard." 

"I promise you not to tax my mental powers 
beyond their endurance; were I to lose my senses 
you would be the cause." 

" A likely story. t Strong in truth ' must be your 
motto." 

It is," he replied. 

How quickly you guess a fact !" 

The boat now struck the bank, and the figure of 
his mother in her sombre mourning neared the 
spot. 

Have you enjoyed your little excursion ? " 



(C 



it 



I^m Jenny Smithson. 33 

" Better than any watercourse I have ever been 
on," laughed Meta, lightly springing out. " Tour 
son has been more than diverting." 

"I assure you, madre, your friend took the ex- 
ertion of talking quite off me ; I made a capital 
listener." 

"It is later than you imagine, Meta, and your 
father will be anxious about you. We will walk home 
with you." 

The three figures in the moonlit road wended 
their way to Mr. Wynton's. 

" Won't you walk into my parlour ? " she said 
with a lingering look, holding the door open for 
them. " You can't think how nice it is, and I will 
show you many wonders." 

€t We cannot intrude on your papa at this hour, 
what would he think of us ?" asked Mrs. Harburn. 

" Daddy-long-legs is out, and my butterfly mother 
is resting after her flight into Langton; do come 



in." 



Few could resist her, not Mrs Harburn, so they 
entered. On the sofa lay her mother, pale and 
weary looking ; near her, books, papers, and letters 
which had come by the evening post. 

t€ Pray don't move, your daughter insisted on our 
coming in for a little. Do you feel better ? " 

" Not much, thank you ; the close weather affects 
me so, I can scarcely breathe." 

D 
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" This is my son Charles, Mrs. Wynton, he has 
come at last." 

A thin white hand was extended to the strong 
sun-burnt Oxonian, who bent over it with a feeling 
of tender pity to see the suffering of Meta's 
mother. 

"When the cool autumn sets in you will feel 
stronger, Mrs. Wynton. I am always a true 
prophet." 

The patient smiled faintly, thinking to herself the 
autumn had already set in for her. 

"Mamma, have you heard from my handsome Aunt 
Catherine ? The writing looks like hers," pointing 
to a letter near her mother. 

« Yes ; she intends paying us a visit and bringing 
your sister home at the same time." 

" See what the Fates have in store for you, Mr. 
Harburn ; the two in one day, think of your poor 
feelings." 

He laughed, and turning to Mrs. Wynton ex- 
plained the treat Meta had promised him in seeing 
Miss Eeddington. 

" I fear you find my daughter very odd ; it is 
owing to her foreign education." 

" Not at all ; very delightful, and quite out of the 
common every-day sort of young ladyism," he 
replied, looking across at her. 

When is the Gorgon to arrive ? " 
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" On Saturday, child, and you must drive down to 
meet them.' 1 

" I will, and wear a respirator lest she should offer 
to salute me after the manner of Gentiles," 

(( Would you adopt the same measures in case of 
an uncle or young cousin ? " he asked, stroking his 
moustache. 

" Decidedly ; kissing one's relations is like eating 
boiled veal. I never do either." 

" Meta, Meta ! what will Mrs. Harburn think of 
you," exclaimed her mother, flushing painfully, 

" She would act on my principle had she an aun 
like Catherine. Wait till you see her, dear Mrs. 
Harburn, and then judge me." 

" My dear Meta, your expressions are very strong ; 
you must learn to be more like what I hear your 
sister Leila is." 

" I know it," laughed Meta heartily ; " directly 
she comes I shall sink into total insignificance, and 
you, Mrs Harburn, will be the first to desert me— 
your little friend." 

"Nay, child, only your careless sayings annoy 
your mother," seeing her brow contract every now 
and then as if Meta's mood and sayings grated on her 
nerves. 

"I shall never desert you, Miss Meta; under any 
circumstances, depend upon me." 

" I have no faith in men ; it's a failing I am guilty 

D 2 
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of," laughed the saucy Meta with a look askance at 
him. 

" You must make an exception in my favour,, 
please — I mean it." 

" Wait two short days and then repeat what you 
say now," smiling wickedly at him. " Perhaps you 
will bestow all your favour on my aunt," she con- 
tinued, demurely casting her eyes down ; " in case of 
your admiration in that quarter reaching concert 
pitch, you'd be my uncle." 

This was more than even her mother could stand 
— a very hearty laugh was the result. As the clock 
struck ten the door opened, and there entered a 
very smart maid well beflounced, her short silk dress 
exposing two very small feet encased in high-heeled 
boots, bearing a small salver with her mistress's 
medicine. Such a face of beauty Charles Harburn 
had never seen. 

As she set the bottle and glass down by her 
mistress, she gave one quick upturned glance at the 
handsome stranger, then, dropping her dark eyes 
with the longest lashes he had ever seen, and with 
a sweeping curtsey, she left the room. 

Mrs. Wynton's fingers trembled as she battled 
with the cork, which Charlie immediately drew for 
her. 

"What do you think of our French maid, Urania? " 
asked Meta. 
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"She is too beautiful for a maid-servant," he 
answered, flushing, thinking of the glance she had 
shot at him. 

"Oh! she does nothing menial I assure you; looks 
after mamma's tonics, and takes our tickets when we 
travel. I remember when we were leaving Paris 
a man remarked that three such sisters could not be 
found." 

"Her accent is so pure I keep her for my girls to 
•converse with," returned the mother with a deepen- 
ing flush. 

Mrs. Harburn then rose to leave, saying, as they 
were early people and Mrs Wynton not very strong 
they had better say good night. 

As they passed through the hall, escorted by Meta 
-and preceded by the butler, Urania crossed their 
way bearing a costly bouquet in her hand. She 
had evidently been receiving a gift from some 
worshipper, judging by her pleased expression. 

Charlie looked after her with a curious longing to 
mow the secret of those brilliant flowers. . 

Emerging into the little avenue, the figure of a 
tall, gentlemanly-looking man moved away from 
the shadow of a tree, keeping his face well from 
observation. 

" Who is it ?" whispered Charlie. 

" Some admirer of Urania's, I suppose ," she 
answered curtly, not liking the interest the little 
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French maid had created in him. " Good night,. 
Mr. Inquisitive, and for the future take less interest 
in maid-servants if you wish for my patronage." 

" Good night, fairest of the fair, and keep your 
smouldering ill-humour to yourself if you wish for 
my society ." They laughed, and parted at the 
gate, Meta straining her eyes after his retreating 
figure. 

" He's a nice fellow " she muttered, " but all his 
love will be for Leila and his admiration for Urania.. 
How I hate her with those languishing eyes of hers I 
Papa is a monster to vex mamma by keeping 
her against her wish ; sometimes when in a passion 
she looks capable of poisoning any one. I hope she- 
won't try it on me." 
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CHAPTEE III. 

ENCHANTED AND DISENCHANTED. 

The two intervening days were passed most plea- 
santly ; Meta spending most of her time with the 
Harburns. She was bent on making as favourable 
an impression as the allotted time allowed, and 
rejoiced to see her arrows of- fascination tell on her 
victim. 

Mrs. Harburn saw with anxiety* how much her 
son Charlie admired this quick-tongued Meta, with 
undoubted flirting propensities ; noticed with dread 
his growing silence at meals, and how he avoided a 
possible tete-a-tete afterwards with her, but hurried 
away on some pretext — hurried to meet the smiling, 
bewitching Meta, who only dressed and lived to 
fascinate. 
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Meta was determined to make the most of her 
time, for was not the Gorgon aunt coming with her 
lovely sister? A few hours more and they would 
be upon her. Then her arts would lose their power 
in the presence of the more gifted sister, and he 
would be paying homage to the young goddess of 
eighteen. Tripping along in airy muslin, with a 
basket of luscious grapes for Mrs. Harburn, and 
looking like sparkling dew in the morning sunshine, 
was this coquette, this lover of intrigue, Meta. Of 
course he knew she was coming ; had he not been 
scanning the face of his poor watch for the last 
half-hour, and inwardly fuming because the hands 
would not move faster. On the road to meet her, his 
face kindling with pleasure as her airy figure shows 
in the distance, a little cloud of gossamer and a 
little cloud of dust rising at each step she takes. 

" I was sure you would come," taking her hand 
and pressing it very warmly. 

" What an old factory-chimney you are ! " holding 
her nose between two delicate lemon-coloured kid 
fingers. "You've been smoking; just keep your 
head the other side." 

" I had no idea," in a hurt tone, " you disliked 
cigars ; Pll give them up, indeed I will," looking 
into her fresh face for an approving smile. 

"Don't give your dried cabbage leaves up for 
me, my good friend ; such a sacrifice I would not 
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ask any man of your size to make, but just before 
addressing a lady put something into your mouth 
to take off the odour of the vile weed." 

He looked aghast at her torrent of words. 

"Do you know those expressions spoil your lovely 
mouth — why use them ? " 

" If you are going to lecture me, Mr. Professor, 
Fll decamp and leave you master of the field ;" 
with her saucy wicked laugh. 

"Do you like to see me pained on your 
account ? " 

" Shut your eyes and open your mouth and see 
what the gods will send you, Carlo ! " Then, as he 
immediately complied, she popped a large grape 
into it. "Employ your wicked member on that, 
and leave me alone," bursting out laughing at his 
ridiculous look. 

" Who could be angry with you, Meta, for long ; 
-do you think I could ? " 

" Wait till you are really tried. I dare say if we 
knew each other ever so much better, we'd be like 
•cat and dog together ; I'd be hissing and spitting, 
and you'd be snarling and growling." 

"Impossible! quite impossible; life with you 
would be one long — " 

A loud bray from the donkey caused him to start 
and leave his sentence unfinished. Meta fell on the 
bank with laughter. 
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« What a warning for you, povero Carlo, the bray 
of an ass filling up your flowing speech. Take it as> 
a perfect omen meant for your benefit — peradventure 
it's Balaam's. Oh, cielo ! it's going to speak ; " as 
the animal thrust its head over the gate to look at 
them. 

Charlie had joined her in a hearty laugh, and waa 
now resting quietly on the bank beside her. 

"You are composed of nonsense, and turn me 
into ridicule directly I am serious, what do you mean 
by it?" 

" Nothing, Mr. Fretful ; on my pretty kids I mean 
nothing ; only it was so absurd to see you and the 
ass staring at each other. Surely it's a relation 2 ,y 
laughing again. 

" Are you ever serious for two minutes, I should 
like to know ? " 

" Certainly; when ordering how I wish my dresses- 
made, I am as placid as a judge about to condemn 
a culprit?" 

At no other time ? » taking her hand. 
When papa reads prayers, and Urania sits with 
her eyes on the ceiling telling her beads, then I am 
perfectly serious, taking a lesson from a clever 
hypocrite ! " 

" Oh, Meta ! " leaving her hand, " would you 
ever bring your heart to love any one dearly — fondly 
for life ? " looking into her handsome eyes. 
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I should fancy not/' she replied ; " it is such a 
stupid thing to do, to swear to love any one for life !: 
It sounds awful to me. Suppose the man turned out 
a horrid flirt, grew tired of you, smoked all day and 
drank all night, where Would the love be then ?" 

" But supposing he did none of the horrors you 
have enumerated, Meta, what then ? " 

"Find him, let me see him, this paragon of a 
man, and I will believe/' 

" He is before you ; I am he." 

ft You ! " starting to her feet ; " why, I have only 
known you three days. You've smoked your brains 
away; addled, my good fellow, completely addled. 
Eise up and walk, for the grapes are sour ; don't you 
see the leaves curling and frizzling in the sun ? " 

9 

"And my heart, what of my heart, Meta; is it 
not of more consequence than a few grapes ? " 

" Of course it is, and so is mine, that's why we 
can't afford to play battledore and shuttlecock with 
them for a morning's amusement. You look flurried;, 
don't let your mother see it ; if she makes any remark, 
say it was the donkey again ! " 

She went in alone with her offering, while he 
remained outside in a bad temper. Had he been 
fool enough to ask her to love him ; a pure, empty^ 
vain flirt, with no heart and no principle for what 
he knew to the contrary? Good heavens, was it 
possible, and in scarce three days ! Then a silvery 
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voice calls him, and he obeys it, and enters his 
mother's cool room smelling of sweet fresh flowers, 
and looking a thousand times nicer for the presence 
of the coquette. . 

She had come — that great tombstone of an aunt ; 
had flung her windmill-like arms round Meta, and 
embraced the breath out of the panting mother. 
Leila looked even more beautiful ; it was her birth- 
day, too, and she was just eighteen. Aunt Catherine 
had presented her with a set of rubies, very beautiful, 
and Meta had gazed in wonder. Leila was distressed 
to see her gentle mother so altered, and blamed 
herself for leaving home. 

" Fll not leave you again, dear," she whispered, 
kissing her pale cheek. " Has Meta been thought- 
ful?" 

" Pretty much as usual ; she has made some new 
friends* who are coming to call on you ; very nice 
people." 

" I don't want strangers to intrude on our time, 
dear mamma ; why cannot we be as we were, without 
having the trouble to return their call ? " 

" You will like them, child, and it is well to make 
friends if you can." Could she have seen just one 
year of the future ! " Well to make friends ! " 

It is midday, the great aunt is sorting yellow 
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wools for some unknown purpose, a frightful 
shade of yellow throwing a sickly bilious look 
on her terrible face. Meta is doing nothing but 
making a pair of new scissors squeal and shriek 
as she opens them continually and snaps them to- 
gather again, no doubt wishing she had her auntf s 
long nose between them. Leila is making a strip 
of lace; Mr. Wynton is out riding, and his wife 
has not yet made her appearance. A loud ring, the 
barking of a dog, the door opens, and the widow 
and her son Charlie are admitted. Meta takes her 
friend warmly by both hands, — 

" Dear Mrs. Harburn, this is the only living rela- 
tive we are proud of, my Aunt Reddington," darting 
a glance at Charlie, but he sees only Leila. Aunt 
shakes hands, and mutters something about the 
pertness of young girls. " Leila, our friends," 
waving her little hand. " When called on to intro- 
duce people,. I always feel like the speaker of a 
show, holding a stick ; this, ladies and gentlemen,, 
to the right, is Joan of Arc ; and this, to the left, is 
the beautiful, but unhappy, Josephine ! " 

"Meta," said her aunt, "has the heat of the 
weather affected your head ? " 

" No, it has only melted my heart." 

Leila made room for the widow beside her; Miss 
Reddington sat very close to Charlie, instantly 
engaging him in conversation on the School Board, 
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-while Meta twirls her white fingers and looks on. 
Her beauty fades when in contrast with Leila's ; she 
feels it, she sees Charlie's eyes wandering towards 
the golden-haired beauty, talking in such sweet 
tones to his mother. She begins to realize that her 
little day is over with him at last, and her heart is 
rousing her up to do battle, and regain her lost 
ground. Rallying her supporters (smiles and up- 
turned glances), she hastens to renew hostilities. 

"If you sit so close to that yellow wool, Mr. 
Harburn, you will have jaundice; come here and 
admire the last importation." 

" Is it a cat or a dog ? " 

" A little of both, my sister Leila ; " then, in a 
treacherous whisper, " is she not lovely ? " 

A great tide of crimson rushes over Leila's face 
and neck as the meaning of the words reach her, 
and his eyes at the same time. 

" Wherefore art thou silent, oh ! Carlo ; longeth 
thy soul still after sour grapes, or dost thou crave 
for strawberries and cream?" with a meaning 
glance at Leila. 

He is still silent ; words don't come so fluently 
-as they did, and his tormentor gives him no peace. 
4€ Miss Meta, will you show me your garden ? " at 
last he ventured to say. 

" Not in this heat, a THo non jriaccia" 

"Meta, are you swearing?" asked her aunt, 
turning her small green eyes up to the ceiling. 
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" Oh ! dear no ; I leave that to Mr. Harburn. I 
was merely remarking on the state of the thermo- 
meter." 

" It sounded very profane, and I particularly dis- 
like anything said in another language so as to 
appear respectable when it is improper." 

" Hear, oh, ye people ! " turning to the Harburns, 
*' am I to be considered guilty and condemned with- 
out a hearing ? Aunt Reddington, I am collapsed," 
sinking into a chair. 

Mrs. Harburn laughs and Charlie fans her. The 
aunt remains indiguant, and Leila smiles. The 
door opens and the mother enters, closely attended 
by the handsome Urania, carrying an air-cushion 
and a medicine bottle. Charlie hastens forward to 
shake hands with the mother, and have a good stare 
at the maid. Success attends him, and he is re- 
warded by another upturned glance. Urania is very 
petite, consequently her looks tell. When they are 
alone again, Meta is certain Urania is listening at 
the door. With a knowing look and finger on lip, 
she vaults out of the open window, to the detriment 
of the geraniums ; walks quietly through the hall, 
and discovers the maid intent and rapt at the draw- 
ing-room door. Sailing up to her with haughty look, 
she tells her " to move away," which she immediately 
does, merely saying she thought her mistress was 
poorly, and required something. 
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"Dicuvola ! " mutters Meta, re-entering the draw- 
ing-room. " Mamma, Urania had her small aristo- 
cratic ear at the keyhole ; oh ! for a skewer made 
hot, just one thrust, and then peace of mind." 

" Hush ! " begged the mother, " you know, dear, 
it distresses me to hear you speaking in this 
strain." 

"Meta, keep your cruel wishes to yourself. 
Thank goodness we don't live in the days of 
torment ; some one would be for ever applying the 
thumb-screws and the hot iron." 

"A second insult, Aunt Reddington; tell mo 
what the third is to be, and I will be quiet." 

" That you deserve a blister on your tongue for 
talking nonsense," angrily said the aunt, frowning 
her down. 

"I am just what my name means, a landmark 
for your scorn — a half, a limit. Now, Mistress 
Catherine Reddington, of Reddington Manor, learn 
that your simple niece from this day forth is as a 
lamb to be led about by a string of yellow wool at 
your pleasure," bowing down to her. 

" Tour continental teaching does you no credit," 
snapped the aunt, as she took leave of their visitors. 

Mrs. Harburn was exercising her hospitable 
powers as Alic Carston had arrived. He had not as 
yet seen the Wynton girls, but had learnt through 
Charlie their exact description. 
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The one you call Meta must be a Cure," he re- 
marked, laughing at the account of their visit to the 
aunt. 

" They are both lovely girls, Mr. Carston, but to 
my liking I prefer the youngest," Mrs. Harburn 
remarked. 

Turning to the window Alic said, " Show me their 
house, Charlie, perhaps even now one of them might 
be discerned." 

" By Jove ! " he exclaimed, " from the description, 
the Cure approaches/' staring out at a petite figure 
in frills and furbelows, with a mincing gait and a 
,tiny note in hand. 

"No, it's the French maid; saw you ever her 
equal from the pettitoes to the petite nose ? " 

" Never ! " exclaimed Alic from the depths of his 
fishing costume. "Could we not engage her in 
conversation while the note is in consideration ? " 

" Come along, then, we'll try our luck." 

In the hall they met her resting on a chair. 
Instantly rising, she made an elaborate curtsey, 
with a " Bon jour, messieurs J 9 

" You must speak English, Urania ; it sounds so 
much prettier in your little mouth," Charlie gallantly 
replied. 

" Monsieur is joking," lifting the heavy fringes. 

a, Pon my soul, no, you speak divinely. How 
are the young ladies ? " 

B 



50 For Beauty's Sake. 

" They are well, monsieur." 

All this time Alio remained silent, but not idle ; 
he had taken stock of all her little arts and wiles, 
and was amused to see his friend trying to make an 
impression. Then came his mother's voice calling 
to him, and he was obliged to leave the conscious 
Urania, who knew exactly how pretty he thought 
her. 

" The Wyhton girls are going to drive to Asher- 
ton Vale, and offer us seats in their carriage ; it's a 
sketching party, a scrambling luncheon under the 
trees, and return in time for dinner/' looking at the 
young men to see what they thought. 

" Is the aunt going, think you, madre ? " 

" No ; she is to remain with Mrs. Wynton." 

" And the cold padre ? " 

" Has gone to London for a week." 

" The Pates are with us, Alic, shout for joy ; of 
course say yes." And "yes " was said. 

Punctually at twelve the girls drove up, looking 
very charming. An open barouche, with a pair of 
their father's best horses. Meta had ordered them 
on the strength of his absence, — a thing she dared 
not have done had he been on the premises. 
Charlie was the first to attend them, and behind 
him came his towering friend Alic. 

" Here, Goliath, show your ponderous face for the 
benefit of the Miss Wyntons. This is the best of 
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fellows, and the cleverest, so beware Miss Meta 
fair; meddle not with his sarcastic disposition, I 
beg you." 

" A nice young man to be shut up in a carriage 
ft* two hoL wk; sarcastic is he?" making a 
telescope with her two hands, and peeping through 
-at him. 

" Really, no, I am far from it ; take me on trial, 
I beseech you, and judge for yourself, Miss Wynton, 
Harburn is only jealous of my being half a head 
taller." 

" You shall come and sit inside, too, while your 
detractor is consigned to the box." 

Leila glanced at Charlie to see how he took her 
sister's mood, but he did not seem to care ; meeting 
her eyes he said, " I am sure of your pity, gentle 
Miss Leila." 

"I always extend it to those who suffer at my 
sister's hands," blushing as she again met his dark 
eyes., 

"Are we to sit baking here all day, Mr. Poppy- 
face ? " asked Meta, seeing Charlie absolutely flush 
when he looked towards Leila. 

"My mother is at hand. See her bonnet," point- 
ing to the doorway. 

"You young people will have to set off without 
me, as I feel too languid this morning to expose 
myself to the heat." 

e 2 
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After a great deal of useless time wasted in trying 
to persuade her, they at last started, Leila and 
Meta together, and the men vis-a-wis. 

" Now, Mr. Carlo, make a clean breast of it, and 
confess yon have been scandalizing me to your long* 
friend, for ever since he has entered this moving 
machine his eyes have been turned upon me, like 
lighthouse reflectors searching through the dark- 
ness." 

" Far be it from me to repeat all your friend said 
in your praise, Miss Wynton ; rest assured it was of 
a flattering description," remarked Alia 

" Ah ! of course, you are as intimate as thieves ; 
what you say he swears to," she saucily said. 

"Meta, you are too bad," laughed Leila, 
noticing how angry Charlie looked. " Heed her 
not, Mr. Harburn, she is full of mischief to- 
day." 

"I am full of nothing but disappointment," she 
replied ; " that's all you know about it, modest 
sister." 

"What has annoyed you may I ask," said 
Charlie. 

" Something quite beyond a man's comprehen- 
sion, let him be ever so clever," tossing her little 
head as she spoke. 

" Inform me, Miss Wynton ; ladies always take 
me into their confidence," said Alia 
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Very like a whale, Mr. Porpoise." 
Thanks, Miss Wynton," as soon as his voice 
<could be heard, they laughed so ; " that harpoon of 
yours told home." 

Leila looked really distressed, and whispered 
something to her. 

" Keep your Puritanical ideas to yourself, Leila, 
*' I want none of th£m." 

Both the young men thought they had never seen 
a more self-willed girl than Meta ; still they were 
not blind to her beauty ; but, although they laughed 
at her remarks, all their admiration was for Leila — 
so modest, so beautiful, and so quiet. They could 
not but see this angered her and made her reck- 
less. Beaching Asherton Vale, they alighted and 
wandered into the lovely shady wood, Alio keeping 
by Leila, and Charlie sauntering at Meta's side, 
trying to soothe her into an amicable mood. 

" Put away the dark frown," he whispered, " and 
look at me as on Wednesday, when we were so 
happy in the boat." 

€t What made you happy ? " 

" You, Meta ; who or what else ? " taking her 
hand. 

"You're a hum, a great big pepper-and-salt 
tailored hum," laughing heartily at his look. . 

" Tell me what I have done to deserve the title," 
with an injured air. 
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"Flirting with my sister — rolling your horrid! 
eyes after Urania, and thinking in your wicked 
heart how nice they always looked." 

" Meta, this from you ? " moving a little away. 
Aye, from me, and you know 'tis the truth." 
After the question I asked you the day you 
brought the grapes to my mother ? " 

" And which I only laughed at, Mr. Simple." 

« Only what I deserved for fancying you pos- 
sessed a heart," he coldly said. 

" Sometimes I fancy I have one still, but it's a 
delusion," spreading out her white dress to the 
best advantage under the shade of a large tree;. 
" let us rest awhile here." 

" Are you not afraid of snakes ? " he asked, look- 
ing carefully about. 

" Only those in sad-coloured suits," laughing mis- 
chievously. 

" Meta, were you ever in love ? " fixing his eyes 
on hers. 

" Never ; why do you ask ? " 

" Because I am ; and it's nice to tell some one 
who has experienced the same " 

" Disease," she said. 

" No," kicking the leaves away angrily, " de- 
licious delirium." 

" Oh ! if you are going in for that sort of non- 
sense I won't listen, Carlo. " 
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" But you must ; I want an answer to my ques- 
tion ; do you love me 1 " 

" Certainly not ; because you come down here to 
this stupid place where there are no men, you must 
needs fancy the instant you crow, the hens will flock 
round you." 

" Then you have deceived me/' he exclaimed, 
feeling at the same time very pleased he had got 
out of the mess so well, yet a little sore that he had 
made no impression on her. 

" Look here, Charlie, no matter what I am, I 
know I am not an idiot. I like you well enough, 
and until Leila came you thought me amusing 
and pretty, and imagined it would be the pro- 
per thing to go into heroics for a little change 
after studying so hard. But we are both too 
sensible to let anything like an engagement 
come of it. We'll squeeze hands over the 
termination of our nonsense, and be friends 
only." 

" Why can't you love me, Meta ? " 

" Not my style. Caro Carlo, we'd be sick to 
death of each other in a week," yawning. 
Do you prefer Frenchmen? " 
They make love, as a rule, better than English- 
men 5 their language favours them, for one thing ; 
besides, they learn the art from infancy." 

" You don't know how much I could make 
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you love me if I tried/' bending down to see her 
face. 

" But I am not going to allow the trial to come 
off, amico mio," laughing heartily. 

" I am sorry I made such a fool of myself/' in a 
savage manner. 

" My dear fellow, men, as a rule, don't consider 
the matter in the light you do; making love 
to a handsome girl is what they like above all 
things ." 

" How do you know, may I ask, Miss Wynton ?" 

" Oh, dear ! on stilts, are you ? Well, because 
they have told me so hundreds of times," with an 
arch look. 

" I am very glad you have enlightened me. I 
begin to see now you are an accomplished flirt," 
preparing to leave her. 

" Here, help me up. Do you want me to be lost 
in the wood, and all the starch taken out of my 
dress by the evening dew ? Heavens ! are these 
Oxford manners ? " 

It was impossible for him not to laugh, and she, 
seeing him in a measure restored to good humour, 
laughed with him. 

" Let us look after the stragglers, Carlo ; it's not 
fair to leave them so long alone." 

Leila had followed her sister's example in seeking 
the shade of a twin sister oak, where she listened 
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to the little nothings uttered by her stalwart ac- 
quaintance. 

" Have you eaten the contents of the luncheon 
basket, sorella mia, or have you forgotten the 
savory mess in the hasty pudding prepared for you 
by this forest ogre ? " 

" Your arrows fly well, Mfes Wynton," laughed 
Alic. " Have you been trying their effect on the 
susceptible Charlie ? " 

" On my reputation, no ; he has been like 
Atalanta, weighed down by worldly grievances." 

" Instantaneously forgotten in your presence/' 
with a sly look at Charlie. 

" Don't chaff, Mr. Carston ; it's a thing I hate/' 

" I never do ; my soul is a mirror, in which 
truth is strongly reflected." 

" Doubtless your trumpeter has ruptured a blood- 
vessel, Mr. Boaster, and you are left to do your own 
work." 

" Your sister has been kinder than that." 

" Not a pin care I. She's the same to all men, 
neither one thing nor another, just smiles — so," 
trying to imitate Leila's expression. 

Meta, don't be unkind," pleaded Leila. 
It's the injurious effect of hunger. Give me some- 
thing to eat, and I will be as amicable as my aunt." 

" I am half inclined to make up to her myself," 
said Charlie, stroking his moustache." 
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Do, by all means ; her money-bags are genuine- 
— temper and beard likewise/' laughed Meta. 

" She's curable of the two latter faults, Miss 
Wynton." 

" But not endurable, Mr. Careton." 

" Kindness would cure the first evil, and sharp- 
ness the latter/' 

"You are wrong, most learned of your day. 
Nothing ever invented or thought of would cure 
either. Ask Leila, who is fresh from her abode." 

"You know, Meta, I think it such bad taste 
always to be sneering at aunt, either in public or 
private." 

" See what a set of rubies will do ; makes a girl's 
tongue wag in high-sounding praises of one of the 
most repellent of her sex. Leila, you're a blushing, 
confirmed hum." 

" Indeed, no. I have always spoken well of her." 

" Tips do wonders. I would declare her in public 
to be a Venus did she bestow the glitter of precious 
stones on me," retorted Meta. 

" Your sister is above bribery. I read it in her 
eyes," said Alic. 

" Mine are full of tears, produced by starvation," 
making a descent on the basket, and spreading a 
cloth on the grass. " Here, you members of the 
male tribe, help," throwing a lot of tiny rolls into 
Charlie's hands. " You look a better-bred man 
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now/' laughing at his not knowing where to put 
them. " I always feel disposed to quarrel when the 
pangs of unrequited affection seize me," laughing 
heartily. "Don't you, Mr. Sobersides ? " 

" If by that name you mean me, I certainly agree 
with you/' replied Alic, helping both the girls. 

" What a delicious silence ! " looking round at 
them. 

" Charming/' returned Alic. 

" We are just like four weary horses with nose- 
bags on, champing away. After all, I believe 
the best man living would sell wife or mistress 
for a good dinner/' Meta remarked viciously. A 
hearty laugh was the result, and Charlie thought in 
her case it would be a very good exchange. When 
the sun was setting, they returned home in the most 
indifferent of moods. 

Midnight in Charlie's smoking room, where the 
two Mends were talking over the Wynton family. 

" The mother is dying fast ; any one can see it 
with half an eye," Alic said, puffing the thin white 
smoke above his head in a lazy, dreamy manner. 

" The father is about the strangest specimen I've 
met. He's always away." 

" How did you and the little tigress Meta get on ?" 

Charlie looked conscious, and stammered, " Oh ! 
much as usual." 
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That's nonsense, my good fellow; I saw by 
both your faces you had been telling her no end of 
rubbish." 

" Well, and what if I did ? Are you my father 
confessor?" 

" Not exactly ; but I happen to take a great in- 
terest in you." 

€S Which justifies your asking ridiculous questions, 
Alic ? " 

" Look here, Charlie, I'd sooner see you married 
to Laura, the wily enchantress, than to this Meta, 
with her would-be smartness." 

" She refused me point blank this morning." 

" Good Lord ! And you were idiot enough to 
ask her ? " exclaimed Alic, staring at him to see 
if he were in earnest. 

" Indeed I did ; you see she is very handsome." 

" And very full of eyes and claws," said Alic. 

" Well " 

* " Oh ! there's not much to tell. She laughed, 
and said I was not her style." 

" I shouldn't think so. By Jove, that's good ! 
Not her style ! What the deuce does she ex- 
pect ? " 

" Some foreigner of distinction. Another piece 
of her mind she gave me. She said, ' Englishmen, 
as a rule, do not know all the little finesse of love- 
making like our enviable neighbours.' " 
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"Thank God we do not, and thank Him sh& 
turned a deaf ear to your impassioned suit." 

u The other one is nice/' said Charlie, looking 
under his eyes at his friend. 

" Better worth having than a dozen Metas — a 
good, truthful, womanly girl." 

" You did not take long, old fellow, to find that 
out; somewhere about ten minutes, judging by 
your face." 

"The finding came instinctively," he replied, 
laughing, "like you and the cafe chantant 
Urania." 

" Who is more piquant than Meta," Charlie said,, 
laughing. 

" Don't you be too full of your bon jowrs when 
you next see her ; she is by far too knowing." 

« It is a nice little distraction meeting the Wynton 
family. We should have found it rather tame 
without them," smoking furiously. 

" Well," yawned Alic, " rather." 

u The aunt is enough to give a fellow a sickener 
of life. Did you ever see such a pauper's coffin of a 
woman ? " 

u Take care, Charlie ; she may be your aunt one 
of these days, or perhaps something nearer." 

" Don't, for God's sake : I shall dream of her." 

a Do ; it will be a wholesome substitute for tho 
niece or her maid." 
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" Carston, yon are too bad ; let us adjourn to oar 
solitary conch/' taking his arm. 

" I am nothing loth, for behold the excitement of 
the day has told upon me." 

" Blissful visions to yon, old fellow,'' said Charlie, 
nodding to him as they reached the corridor. 
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CHAPTEK IV. 

CKOSS PURPOSES. 

The morning after their drive with the girls, they 
sauntered into Langton, to have a game of billiards. 
Passing the post-office, they saw Urania coming out 
with a letter in her hand, and a deep blush on her 
face. So absorbed was she in scanning the contents 
that the two men were unnoticed. 

Nudging Alic, Charlie whispered, "It's a love- 
letter she's got ; I'll stake my life on it ! " 

Approaching very quietly, he suddenly said, 
"Bonjowr, ma petite Urania." 

She gave a guilty start, and, crushing the letter, 
returned his salutation. 

" How many do you get every day ? " touching 
the hand which had closed on her letter. 
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" Comment, monsieur ! " 

"This is a billet-doux, Urania. Say how many 
yon get." 

" None ; I only receive business letters/' blushing* 
again. 

« How are the ladies ?" looking all the admira- 
tion he felt. 

" They play croquet to-day," giving him a very 
menacing look. 

" Croquet, je vous adore. Tell your young ladies 
we shall both attend," answered Charlie, wishing 
she would raise her eyes again. 

Alic now spoke for the first time. 

"Would she give him the geranium in her 
brooch?" holding out his hand. Charlie held out 
his also. 

" Pour moi" Urania laughed a little low laugh 
of wicked enjoyment, regardless of the stares of the 
busy public, as they passed in and out of that ever- 
swinging door. Taking the little flower she laid it 
gently in the palm of Charlie's hand, muttering a 
low " au revoir," as she mixed with the foot-pas- 
sengers. 

" c I know a maiden fair to see/ " whistled Alic. 

" Jealous, old boy, are you ? " 

" Not of a thing like that, certainly. Your little 
moving cheap shop of flowers and ribbons is not a 
good girl, Charlie. J 
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"It's only her French manners, she means no 
harm." 

"I'll tell you what, my good fellow, had I a 
mother or sisters, I wouldn't have them polluted 
by contact with such a fabrication of devilry as this 
Urania is composed of." 

Charlie laughed, and carefully placed the flower 
in his coat. Then they drank a very little sherry 
and bitters, smoked not over much, played a few 
games, and sauntered through the town staring in 
to every shop window, and suddenly remembering 
they had purchases to make directly a pretty face 
peeped from behind. 

u These small places are fearful, there is nothing 
to do except to try to keep out of mischief; what 
made your mother come here ? " 

" Her health first of all ; you see the place is 
noted for pure air and chalybeate waters." The 
two Wyntons flashed before them as they were 
speaking. "My friend here is abusing the place 
and declaring it to be truly fearful," said Charlie, 
shaking hands with them. 

" It's more than fearful, Mr. Carston ; Pve been 
into five shops and can't get the simplest thing in 
the world without sending to town." 

" Commission me, Miss Wynton ; I'll run up and 
buy you half of Regent Street before sunset," said 
Alia 
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" A nice boring it would be ; pray, do too know 
tulle from calico ? " 

" I do not; bat I am open to conviction ; is there 
anv difference ? " 

" Not much ; when Ton marrr tout wife will 
inform you," laughed Meta. 

" Then I must remain in ignorance, for I fear I 
shall never attain to so much bliss." 

" Keep as you are ; in trying to better ourselves 
you know 'tis often the contrary ," said Meta, shaking 
her head warningly. 

"Since when have you taken upon yourself to 
advise your fellow-beings ? " asked Charlie. 

" Since my years of discretion ; more especially 
when I see people hankering after a mutton and 
turnip life," replied Meta, looking saucily at him. 

"My sister imagines very few people ought to 
marry/' said Leila, blushing, " giving as her reason 
how soon they tire of each other directly the novelty 



is over." 



" And you, Miss Leila," asked Charlie, " do not 
agree with her ? " 



" Decidedly not ; our tastes and ideas are perfectly 
antagonistic." 

"Poor Leila," contemptuously retorted Meta; 
" best of skim-milk sisters, you are ready cut and 
made after the model of a superior curate's wife." 

Charlie laughed, while his companion bent his 
dark eyes upon her, and in a low voice said, 
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"Treat her base innuendoes with scorn, Miss 
Leila ; yon are too good to be wasted on a curate." 

Leila laughed slightly, and looking up into his 
handsome face, with her sweet innocent eyes full of 
•earnestness, answered, 

" You are mistaken, I am not half good enough 
to be anybody's wife; I am very ignorant, very 
stupid, and I fear more frivolous than you have any 
idea of." 

" I am a reader of character, and what I see of 
yours makes me wonder your sister is so unlike 
you. Why is it so f " 

"Because from a child she has never been at 
home, and has consequently lost the gentle influence 
and sweet companionship of my mother." 

Alic thought he had seldom seen a nicer face, and 
gazed upon it until her warm blushes told him to 
desist. At the gate they halted, waiting for the 
other two, who were straggling up the hill but 
slowly. 

" Prolonging their pleasure," said Alic, pointing 
with his stick to them; "how do you like Har- 
burn f " turning abruptly to see her face. 

"He is very nice, gentlemanly, and honest of 
speech." 

" Which is a recommendation in your eyes I see," 
slightly frowning. 

"I certainly like sincere people; we meet so seldom 
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with them that I suppose the scarcity enhances the- 
value." 

" Are you going to invite us to croquet, Miss 
Leila ? " panted out Charlie, coming up. " Your 
sister is so meanly disposed this morning, she wants 
to shirk my society altogether." 

' ' I would ask you with pleasure, but we are going 
to the Eectory to play ; they always have a party 
on Thursday," replied Leila. 

Six curates and three girls," laughed Meta. 
Leila is always in her seventh heaven because she 
generally manages to attract the three best-looking 
at the same time, and keeps them until the weak 
tea is handed round." 

" And what do you do, may I ask ? " 

" Look on with the rector, and try to make his 
wife jealous. The last croquet she was furious 
because he fell into my lap when presenting me 
with some flowers." 

" Accident, of course ? " laughed Alic. 

" Of course," she replied ; " nobody wants married 
men to be tumbling about like that. If it had been 
one of the curates now instead," she laughed, " how 
much more sensible ? " 

" We'll come and look over the palings at you 
about four," said Charlie, bidding them good-bye. 

" Confess, Leila, they are both donkeys." 

(€ They are nothing of the kind," — blushing 
furiously ; " I like them both extremely." 
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" My dear girl, I would not give you twopence a 
<iozen for either; Charlie is imbued with his mother's 
ideas, musty fusty ideas, and the other giant is dis- 
agreeably prosy/* 

" I have not found him so ; he is most entertain- 

ing" 

" According to his lights, I suppose, but what is 
delicious to you is simply not palatable to me ; were 
•either to propose to you, you'd say 'yes/ " 

Out from the clustering shrubs came Urania with 
some laurel leaves in her hand ; she had evidently 
been listening. 

" Odious creature that ; I wish mamma would 
insist on her being sent away," said Meta, with a 
scornful look, 

" Papa says she quite gives a distingue look to the 
-establishment," returned Leila. 

" I hate my father," snapped Meta ; " selfish 
monster, he only lives for pleasure and the indul- 
gence of his besetting sin." 

"Hush, Meta, you must not judge him; he is 
■very liberal to us." 

" I'll say what I think without you closing my 
lips ; he is one of the most polished ruffians I ever 
met, and the way he treats mamma is simply 
barbarous." 

Great tears stood in Leila's .lovely eyes as she 
listened to tjie latter truth. 
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"Can we alter it ?" she said in a tone of anguish * 
" can we make him one whit different ? " 

"Can a leopard change his skin?" mocked 
Meta ; " if so, then our lovely father might shed hi& 
sinful propensities ; but he'll be the same to the end. 
Were mamma to die, I for one would not live with 
him." 

" Oh ! Meta, how can you be so unchristian-like ? " 
sobbed Leila, now thoroughly roused at the idea of 
the loss of her patient, loving mother. 

" I like that ; unchristian-like, indeed. Am I a 
stick or a stone, think you, without feeling of any 
kind?" 

u You talk as if you had none whatever," sighed 
Leila. 

" I have quite enough to carry me decently 
through this troublesome world without losing my 
balance. Your over-sensitive gushing girls are the 
ones to suffer." 

' ' I never saw you shed a tear in my life ! " said 
Leila, looking into her handsome face. 

" No, I am not your whining kind of female;, 
and sometimes I fancy I am made on a different 
plan altogether to what other girls are. Now, for 
instance, you cry when I feel inclined to laugh." 

" Don't you think mamma very poorly ? " scan- 
ning her eagerly. 

She is certainly not in robust health; but I see 
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no reason why she should not get quite strong 
again, like she did before when we went to 
Madeira." 

" Papa says he hates it, and declines to go again 
this winter/' said Leila with a mournful expression. 

" Oh he's a pig. What's the use of bringing his 
sayings or doings on the scene, unless to make one 
thoroughly disgusted. I don't see why we could 
not take her and leave him behind with the servants 
— ~just what he'd like." 

" Mamma would only be more miserable without 
him," returned Leila. 

A shrug from Meta finished the discourse, began 
and ended in the garden. 

" Where have you been all the morning ? " asked 
Miss Reddington in an angry voice, as they entered 
the drawing-room. 

" With two men, trying to kill time in this odious 
place," answered Meta. 

Up went her aunt's head with a sudden jerk. 

u It's most immodest ; and I wonder you are not 
ashamed of yourself, Meta, showing your sister such 
a shocking example," with an indignant look. 

"My innocent little sister likes men above all 
animals, moat searching aunt ; you should have seen 
her keen enjoyment of their dull society this 
morning." 

" You must not mind half she says, dear," going 
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over to the formidable spinster. "She loves to 
tease." 

Meta was twirling an elaborate paper knife to 
the detriment of the Cupid handle, and smiling 
wickedly. 

" Your manner is most unladylike ; and for a girl 
of your years terribly forward," said her aunt, 
waving her long stair-rod-like neck about in a 
frantic manner. 

U I go with the times, dear Miss Reddington; 
unless you keep pace with the times you are no 
value." 

" Lord forbid then that I should keep up in the 
race," with great wrath, " if it means talking to 
men, and telling them things you'd be ashamed to 
let me hear." 

" Ha, ha ! " laughed Meta very loudly. " Tour 
conclusion ought to be sent to ' Punch ' for the 
public benefit. Ask your truthful angelic Leila the 
subject of our conversation this genial morning." 

" Indeed, dear aunt, we were most careful in what 
we said. Surely, you do not think I would so far 
forget myself as to say or listen to anything unbe- 
coming a lady." 

" I am quite sure of you, dear Leila," looking 
fondly at her \ " but Meta is so thoroughly foreign 
in her ideas, I tremble when I think what her 
future will be." 
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"It's 'a dangerous experiment your trying it," 
said Meta, with, well-assumed solemnity. " I mean 
the trembling process. With your propensity to 
rattle your bones, once they were set rattling, 
think of the effect the sound would have on your 
hearers/' 

Her aunt's face at this piece of insolence was 
terrible to behold. A dark red flush stole up 
through the thick yellow skin, lending an un- 
wholesome light to the small restless eyes; her 
mouth opened, but for a moment no sound came 
forth. " I would not own you for a niece," she at 
length gasped out, " insolent, overbearing creature. 
Leave my presence." 

" You strangely forget under what circumstances 
you are here, Miss Reddington — a visitor, are you 
not ?" 

" Meta, Meta, do go away," cried Leila, standing 
before her aunt so as to shut out the sight of the 
rebellious niece from her angry gaze. 

" Luncheon ought to be ready, and mamma 
ought to be down," Meta said, moving gently 
towards the door, so as to give her aunt time to 
recover her equanimity before the gathering. On 
the stairs she met her mother. " The old lady is off 
again on her pet theme — fastness. She is going at 
the rate of the Irish mail." 

" Have you been vexing her, Meta f " 
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" Oh ! dear, no ; enlightening her rather". I find 
with all her boasted knowledge she is terribly 
ignorant." 

When Mrs. Wynton reached the drawing-room, 
she found the aunt in tears, and Leila comforting^ 
her. 

The fortnight was drawing to a close, and the 
day for the return to Oxford was fixed. Charlie 
and his friend both knew well they would rather 
linger in Leila's neighbourhood than go away just 
now. Without acknowledging so much to each 
other, instinctively they knew they both admired 
the same girl. When Charlie engaged her in con- 
versation, Alic frowned; and when he was the 
fortunate speaker, Charlie's eyes were bent in 
moodiness upon them. Meta guessed how matters 
stood, but wisely refrained from opening her mouth. 
Urania also guessed how the admiration fell to 
Leila's share, and grew jealous and watchfuL Of 
late her slight figure had been flitting in and out 
of the library window, peering under the blinds in 
the drawing-room, which she previously arranged 
so as to afford her the necessary information. 

The young men sauntered up every evening, had 
music and coffee, a chat, a little love-making, and 
always an appointment for the day following. 
Meta saw how Leila was beset — saw from her dark 
corner the love there was growing in Charlie's 
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heart for her beautiful sister — saw and envied not, 
consoling herself they were not men after her own 
heart. All this time Leila found she loved Alic, 
who kept in the background, not wishing to come 
between the one male friend he most cared for and 
the girl he himself loved. 

It was their last night. The morrow would find 
them on their journey, and they had come pur- 
posely to be in the presence of the golden-haired 
beauty whose shackles were upon them. 

Rousing herself, Meta left her nook of comfort, 
and joined them. " Confess, Magog, your heart is 
in your mouth at going to-morrow," said Meta, 
with eyes of mischief. 

" I am simply miserable, and would fain cry off 
going were it possible." 

" Poor fellow ! " she mockingly said. " Take 
another week for your health's sake and your fre- 
quent infirmities." 

"No; FU come down at Christmas instead," 
laughing. 

" Very likely you'll find the place empty, swept, 
and garnished. There's a talk of bending our 
little toes towards Mentone in November; if so, 
adieu to you." 

" Is it for your mother's sake ? " 

" Even so, my lord." 

" And your sister Leila ? " 
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" Accompanies us. Would you have us leave her 
here a prey to herself ? " 

"No, no. I fancied her aunt might insist on 
carrying her back to Yorkshire/' 

"Where my madrc is, there will she be also. 
Look at my gorgon aunt, Mr. Carston. Talk of 
the witches of the olden time, she is more hideous 
than anything produced since the deluge/' 

" She's clever," laughing. 

" Yes, a walking lawyer ; so much so, that I have 
often seen young curates look down at her legs, 
expecting to find them encased in trousers, instead 
of that close-clinging fabric at twopence three- 
farthings a yard." 

€s You're severe, Miss Wynton — very." 

" Not a bit ; it's the truth," she replied. " Nature 
meant her to grace the woolsack, and, by one of 
her misunderstood freaks, we find her the centre of 
attraction, with grizzly beard and ferocious aspect, 
quoting the sayings of Pitt, and raving about the 
Catholic Emancipation." 

" She will hear you." 

As he said this, the eyes of Miss Eeddington 
turned upon them, making him feel very uncom- 
fortable and a strong desire to leave Meta to her 
own devices. 

" How timid you are ! I believe she frightens 
you." 
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" Her eyes are really very disturbing/' moving a 
little away. 

Meta laughed heartily, thereby attracting atten- 
tion. 

" You seem very jolly over there, Miss Meta," 
called out Charlie, whose head was in close prox- 
imity to Leila's. 

"Very; Mr. Carston's nerves are in a weak 
state, and he is asking my advice on the subject." 

" Will you let me know should you decide on 
leaving England ? " he asked, in a low voice. 

" You will be sure to hear through Charlie Har- 
burn ; his mother writes a detailed account of the 
little gossip floating in this supremely desirable 
town." 

" Ah ! yes, I forgot ; of course he will know." 

The handsome head was bent in thought for some 
time, then raising it he looked round towards Leila ; 
Charlie was still talking, but in tones too low to be 
heard, save by her. The aunt was making a cal- 
culation on the back of a letter ; Mrs. Wynton was 
half asleep, and the two piercing eyes of Urania 
were peering through the partly closed window. 
Meta was taking note of the different characters. 
Charlie has a white camellia bud in his fingers 
(given him by Urania) ; Leila is asking for it ; 
suddenly he remembers who gave it, and with a 
red flush on his face he tears it leaf by leaf. The 
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face at the window assumes a fiendish expression, 
and the little hands are clenched. Alic knows the 
history of the flower; he had seen her give it 
to Charlie as a parting gift. They had been stroll- 
ins bv the river side. Charlie and Urania, in the 
pleasant dusk; although his warning voice had 
rung out against it, a light laugh had been his 
answer. 

Ten booms out and they rise to leave, refusing 
to stay to supper, as it is their last evening at home. 
Urania slips into a clump of rhododendrons and 
waits. 

" You'll not forget us, Miss Leila, and the plea- 
sant hours we have all passed together/' Charlie is 
saying ; an answering blush tells him she likes to 
remember true faces and pleasant people. Meta 
comes forward. 

" I'll jog her memory, Charlie ; depend upon me 
for keeping it green." 

"I hate saying 'good-bye/ Miss Leila/' said 
Alic, bending down over her. beautiful hand, with 
its rich sparkling rings, " but if we are fortunate 
enough to find you still here at Christmas, the good- 
bye won't be for long." 

" I hope we shall all meet again, Mr. Carston ; if 
not at Christmas, perhaps some future time." 

A very warm pressure of the hand, a deep search- 
ing look, and they are gone. As they leave the 
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sheltering porch, the slight figure of Urania springs 
out. 

" Mon Dieu ! are you really going ? " 
" Yes, petite ; will you not kiss me before I go, 
Urania?" 

Alic had walked on, feeling very angry; Urania 
lifts her little wicked face, and complies with his 
request, half sobbing at the same time. The blind 
is drawn across, and Leila's eyes look out into the 
calm night, but they fail to see the tableau just 
completed under the drooping willow. 



CHAPTEE V. 



MY FRIEND FRAMPTON. 



The departure of the two men left a blank in the 
Wyntons' life. Meta confessed, although she cared 
little or nothing about them, she was sorry they 
had gone. Leila thought of the tall, brave-looking 
Alic, and wondered if Christmas would bring him 
back to Langton. Mrs. Wynton evidently grew 
weaker and weaker, and to the sharp eyes of Miss 
Reddington, who was still with them, she appeared 
doomed to fade and droop as the year wore on. 
Some invitations had come for the girls, but they 
declined — Meta saying she hated dinner parties, 
where old men silently bend their heads over 
their plates, and as silently devoured the good 
things thereon. Leila did not care to go, and Miss 



My Friend Frampton. 81 

Reddington felt she could not be the only Wynton 
representative. A letter from their father broke 
the monotony of their usual routine, telling them 
to prepare the best and largest room, with the blue 
dressing-room adjoining it, as he was going to 
bring a visitor down for some time. Who, or what 
kind of a visitor, they were left to conjecture. Mrs. 
Wynton knew not who it could be, and the aunt, 
when applied to, shrugged her rugged bones, saying, 

ts If it is an intimate friend of Gerald's, he must 
be a bad man, for I never knew him have a good 
one for a friend all my life." And then she moved 
away with a hard expression on her face and bitter- 
ness in her old-maidenish heart at the thought of 
her brother's doings in the gay city. Urania took 
little walks almost every day to the post-office, and 
never seemed to come away disappointed. 

September was nearly gone when a hurried scrawl 
arrived from Mr. Wynton, ordering the barouche 
and pair to be in readiness to meet the five o'clock 
express from London. The girls were dressed and 
ready in the drawing-room, with the aunt to receive 
the head of the house in due form. Leila was in 
blue cashmere, with puffings and flutings in every 
conceivable variety; Meta in mauve velvet, with 
wide falling sleeves, conspicuously showing the 
snow-white satin lining within, and the round arm 
which might have served as a model. She in- 

o 
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variably dressed more handsomely than Leila, 
although their allowance was the same. Bat Leila 
liked to befriend the poor and needy, while Meta 
grumbled and wanted more. A large fire burned 
in the *ro*te, the perfume of flowers pervaded the 
room, and a cat stretched and yawned in evident 
luxury and enjoyment of the first fire. Meta 
took her place at the window to have a stare at 
the new man. It is past five, and they must soon 
come. The carriage is even now speeding over the 
dusty space between their house and the station. 

"Here they are," she exclaimed, straining her 
dark eyes to try and distinguish who the guest 
could be. 

Mr. Wynton lightly springs out, and turns to 
assist his friend — neither tall nor short, not good- 
looking or ugly, neither very dark nor the contrary, 
not very old or very young — a man extremely well- 
tailored, about forty years of age, brown hair, 
moustache only, and one of the coldest, most 
sinister expressions Meta had ever seen. 

" He's disgusting," were the only words she had 
me to say before they entered. 

Mr. Wynton came in armed with an immense 
amount of affection, to greet his womenkind before 
his friend and the lynx-eyed aunt. 

" Better ? " he said, kissing his wife tenderly. 
" Here is a surprise for you all. This is Villiers 
Frampton, my old college chum," introducing him. 
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We ought at least to be acquainted, for I have 
leard of you and your daughters for many years/' 
-said Mr. Frampton, bending over the delicate mother. 

"Your name is familiar — very. I have often 
heard of you," raising herself to have a good look 
at him. " Meta, welcome your father's old friend. 
My eldest daughter, Frampton." 

€€ Charmed to make your acquaintance," he mur- 
mured, fixing his nasty, cold, dead-looking eyes on 
her handsome ones. 

"I wonder at papa bringing you down to this 
miserable hole ; you'll be sick of it by to-morrow." 

" I love such holes," with another daring look. 

Then the aunt and Leila were next introduced 
to Frampton. At the former he shuddered almost 
perceptibly, and was glad to leave the contemplation 

■ 

of her fearful face to gaze on the beauty of Leila's. 

" Wynton, I envy you these beautiful daughters ; 
Fate has been good to you in bestowing them upon 

you." 

"They are most expensive luxuries, my dear 
Frampton," Wynton replied, laughing. " You are 
better without any encumbrance of the sort." 

€t Are you married, may I ask ?" demanded Miss 
Beddington, fixing her small ferocious eyes on the 
visitor. 

" Not yet, madame, but I hope to be," with a 
very meaning look at his friend. 

g 2 
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" So do all fools," snapped Meta ; " it's the same 
cry — ' I hope to be/ " 

" And don't you wish to become a candidate, too,, 
for the same honours ?" 

•• Not unless under most peculiar circumstances/* 
she replied. 

" Name them, I beg of you/' excitedly. 

She looked him all over, from the massive head 
down to the very small feet, and up again. 

"My ideas will keep; I never hurry," moving- 
away to the other end of the room. 

A dark threatening look came over his face for a 
second, and then passed. Smilingly he answered, 

"To-morrow, then, fair Miss Wynton, put me 
out of suspense." 

" I am the dark Miss Wynton ; yonder stands the 
fair one," laughing. 

" Come along, Frampton ; I told you she was 
a singular, not-to-be-relied-on young woman," 
said Mr. Wynton, taking him off. 

" Mamma," burst out Meta, " papa is a monster to 
bring such an odious object here for us to be civil to/* 

" I cannot help it, my child ; I know nothing 
of him, save that he is immensely rich, and fond of 
the turf." 

" He's a bad man ; one can see it in his horrid 
face," Miss Reddington exclaimed, thinking over 
his look of horror at the introduction. 
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" Shall we be expected to come to dinner and sit 
here afterwards with the reptile ?" 

" Don't vex your father, Meta, whatever you do ; 
.he may be under some obligation to this man ; and 
it would vex him to have you treat him with con- 
tempt.^ 

" Pll spend most of my time at Mrs. Harburn's. 
J never saw a more loathsome man ; no wonder he 
would not tell us who the pig was." 

Mrs. Wynton was quite right ; her husband was 
'under heavy obligations to Villiers Frampton, and 
lie owed him more money than he knew how to 
repay. 

"Had you not better change your dress as 
insual?" the mother asked of Meta, passing her 
-worn hand over the soft rich velvet. 

" Yes, I suppose so ; this will be too hot for 
■comfort." 

At seven they were to dine, to suit the new- 
comer ; and Meta was very angry. She had half a 
mind to forego dinner, and beg of Mrs. Harburn to 
take pity on her ; but her mother's pleading look, 
with the words, " Don't vex your father," determined 
her to stay. The last bell had rung, and its echo 
fell upon her ear with a dull foreboding sound of 
-coming disagreeableness. She knew she had been 
represented to the visitor as the " handsomest Miss 
Wynton ;" from his looks and her father's words she 
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must have been the subject of their conversation- 
Had he not introduced her before the aunt, who- 
should have claimed attention first ? What did it 
mean ? She knew her father was unprincipled and 
dishonourable to » degree. She would sharpen her 
wits and watch narrowly every turn of his face. 
As she left her room Mr. Frampton was in the 
act of leaving his, which was only two rooms off' 
hers. 

" Ah ! so charming to have my confusion at being 
late, covered by you ; we are both sinners/' smiling 
upon her. 

" Speak for yourself; I am not in that line at all." 

" A saint, then — a beautiful saint/ 1 offering his. 
arm. 

" Nor a saint," pretending not to see the atten- 
tion. 

" What are you, then ?" amused. 

" Only a woman — an insignificant woman." 

" Not insignificant ; commanding, matchless — " 

€S Oh ! stop your list of nonsense ; you are tearing 
my dress." 

" I should like to cut my great feet off for pre- 
suming to stand on your beautiful dress," regarding 
the tear with assumed anxiety. 

" You're a stupid actor, and not up in the art ; I 
can do better myself," gathering her train up fromt 
his contact. 
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They were all waiting, and Meta saw a gleam of 
pleasure in her father's eyes as she and Frampton 
came in together. 

" Becoming better acquainted on the stairs ? eh, 
Meta?" 

"We have been battling; here is the result/' 
holding up her dress. 

The butler announced dinner, to her great satis- 
faction. Mr. Wynton assisted his wife, giving 
Miss Beddington to the chragrined Frampton. 
Meta pinched Leila as they followed. 

" Look at his hideous legs, and the nasty back to 
his neck. Ugh ! " 

She sat opposite to him — directly opposite, and 
could not help noticing he was a gourmand. No 
dish he allowed to pass. 

a Kg," she mentally thought ; " Fd sooner 
poison myself than marry such a creature." 

c She is very lovely/ he thought, ' but a 
temper, and capricious — she is just my style; Fll 
soon break her of her scornful looks and inclination 
to jib. Once married, and down for good at 
Frampton, she'll sing in a different key, or I am 
much mistaken. I suppose it will take a fortnight 
to let her get used to her new master before I can 
trust her.' 

"The good old fashion of drinking a glass of 
wine with the ladies has died a natural death, other- 
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wise how pleased I would be to pledge you in a 
cup ! " smiling across. 

" A most stupid fashion ; I am so glad it's dead/' 
throwing him a scornful glance. 

The gentlemen made but a short stay after the 
ladies had retired, Mr. Wynton seeing his friend 
was anxious to join them ; and as the officious butler 
kept continually hovering near, like a dusky moth 
round a candle, Frampton plainly saw he could not 
then talk secrets with the friend who shared in all 
his iniquitous ventures, he gave him a look to move. 
Before opening the drawing-room door they whis- 
pered together for a few seconds. Urania, leaning 
over the balustrade, saw them, and shook her head 
as they disappeared. Meta was in a corner reading 
— a small table in front of her, with a lamp — com- 
pletely shutting out the possibility of another chair 
being placed near her. Walking directly over to 
her, Mr. Frampton said, 

" I know you are musical ; won't you sing V 

His face was flushed, and his cold little eyes had 
a triumphant look in them. 

" I never sing unless in the wildest spirits, which 
I am certainly not in to-night/' 

" Do something for me, then ; I came all the way 
from my own place to make your acquaintance." 

" How unheard of !" sneering ; " did my respected 
father give you such a delicious description as to 
tempt you into these wilds ?" 
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" I was anxious to see his family, and, having a 
few weeks at my disposal, accepted his offer." 

" So unselfish of you ; we ought to feel so 
Mattered." 

" Nay, I am the one to feel that ; being admitted 
on such friendly terms to his home circle, I feel 
quite elated, I assure you," looking affectionate. 

"It is not every day you would meet with so 
^entertaining a woman as my aunt ; her learning is 
remarkable." 

"Oh! hang your aunt, I did not come to see 
her." 

Meta opened her eyes very wide at this. 

" I beg your pardon, but you see you provoked 
me," looking penitent. " It is not quite comme il 
fcmt to condemn your host's only sister to the 
care of the hangman," indignantly. 

"Ton my soul I did not mean it; surely, you 
must know that it was unintentional ." 

"Perhaps already you have, in your own 
wicked mind, been consigning me to the place 
where 'the worm dieth not and the fire is not 
quenched/ " 

" Good heavens ! No, wishing you the happiest 
lot in the world; all through dinner time I was 
thinking of you." 

"Indeed, I imagined your interior completely 
•engrossed your thoughts/ 
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" What do you take me for ?" 

" A man, like unto others, I suppose/' shrugging* 
her beautiful shoulders. 

" I am not the same as other men, Miss Wynton," 
setting his teeth hard; "wait till you know me 
a little better." 

" In what respect are you different, pray ?" 

" In a thousand. I feel that I could love my 
ideal woman with a love unknown in these times — 
so unselfish, so devoted." 

" How interesting ! Have you made your peculiar 
endowments public ? otherwise it would be a pity 
not to do so." 

" You are laughing at me, sneering at me, and 
fooling me," getting very red. 

" You are a most extraordinary creature, bring- 
ing so many charges against me in the short space 
of a few minutes' acquaintance," lifting her head 
haughtily. 

" You must overlook my warmth of manner, Miss 
Wynton ; I ami rather extraordinary." 

She merely bowed very stiffly. 

" How do you pass your time here ? Have you 
many parties ? " 

i€ A few, which mamma's health prevents us from 
enjoying." 

" Your sister is very beautiful, don't you think ? '* 
" Yes, of course, every one sees it — and so gentle 
too ; why don't you talk to her ? " 
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I intend to do so when I am tired of talking to 



yon. 

" I want to finish my story, it engrosses me." 

" What's the name of it ?" 

« ' The Woman in White/ " 

" Jnst what engrosses me — the woman in white," 
looking all over her snow-white dress. 

" We have had enough of each other, Mr. Framp- 
ton ; give some one else the benefit of your pills." 

" Thtey ought not to disagree with you, they are 
well gilded/' looking amused. 

u Do you think that has any effect on me ? " 

" It has generally on most women." 

" Then, thank goodness, I am somewhat differ- 
ent to most women," throwing her eyes up to the 
ceiling. 

" Do you mean to say you don't worship money f " 
eyeing her doubtfully. 

" It would not distress me to-morrow to find I 
had not sixpence in the world, provided I was free." 

"What could you do supposing such to be the 
case?" 

" Plenty of things ; I am well educated, and 
could teach." 

" Poor child ! you little dream of the hardness of 
such a lot." 

Coffee handed round prevented her replying to 
his last remark ; and Urania, entering with a deli- 



g2 For Beauty's Sake. 

•cately-shaped medicine bottle, attracted his at- 
tention. 

" Is it a fairy, or a living mortal ? " he asked, 
staring at her. 

" Only our French maid/" 

"She is extremely lovely; saw you ever such 
eyes ? " 

" They are as common as blackberries, in Italy, I 
assure you." 

" Then commend me to it ; I worship a handsome 
dark eye," looking into Meta's. 

"People who have little green gooseberry eyes 
always do." 

He laughed at this piece of rudeness, saying, 

" You are very sharp, Miss Wynton." 

Her father came over and asked her to sing. 

" He wants to hear your voice, child ; do please 



us." 



" Not to-night, papa, I feel like a hen with her 
feathers rubbed up the wrong way." 

" You don't look like one, then," he replied, 
laughing. 

" Leila will sing all night if you ask her." 

And she immediately did as he wished, choosing 

all the songs he liked best. Still he wanted to hear 

Meta's voice, notwithstanding the sweet soprano. 

who was pouring out her choicest songs on purpose 

to please. Seeing his ugly back turned for a 
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moment, Meta glided out of the room, and left her 
sister Leila to entertain him for the remainder of 
the evening. 

Brushing their hair when all had retired, and 
gossiping over their dressing-room fire, Leila in- 
formed her sister that Mr. Frampton asked many 
questions about her, and how they intended amusing 
him on the morrow. 

" Impertinent adder, he wants crushing." 

" Beware his bite, dear Meta." 

Meta woke next morning after an unrefreshing 
sleep and dreary dream, in which Mr. Frampton 
played a part disguised as a slimy snake, doing all 
in its reptile power to wriggle into her good graces. 
The thought of the owner of the fish-like eyes took 
her wonted happiness from her. Other mornings 
she hailed the earfy sunshine with unbounded de- 
light and the day's prospect of innocent pastimes,. 
but now that creature was domiciled with them for 
some time, and the light died away as she dwelt on 
the fact. Urania, as usual, came to offer her services 
in the hair- dressing way, and was, as usual, repulsed. 
The same thing happened every day with the regu- 
larity of clockwork, and had done so since their 
return from Paris. Descending to the breakfast- 
room with, if possible, more hatred in her heart for 
her father and his college chum than she had felt 
the day before, she found the room deserted, save 
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for the presence of the butler, who was idly gazing 
out of one of the windows. 

" Are they all dead, Morris ? " 

" No, miss, they are in the conservatory." 

" Ring, then, please." 

A few minutes later they came straggling in, 
Mr. Frampton armed with a delicate bouquet. 

" You have slept the sleep of the just/* peering 
into her eyes, " and here is your reward," tending 
the flowers. 

Not noticing her father or her aunt, and merely 
brushing cheeks with Leila, she turned to answer 
her admirer, 

" Who gave you leave to gather all the choicest 
blossoms ? " 

" Meta," called out her father angrily, " my old 
friend, from the time he first entered these doors is 
as one of us ; his doings are not to be questioned/' 

"It's a fine thing to have a friend at Court/' 
sneering. "Then papa means you to patter here 
and there, like a pet poodle, without let or hin- 
drance ? " 

" Exactly so," smiling serenely. 

" Miss Reddington, have you any old man chum 
we could set up in opposition to this household 
God ? " asked Meta. 

" I never make intimates of men — never have 
•done so all my life," scornfully. 
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There was a laugh at this. 

€t It's never too late to mend ; suppose you interest 
yourself in your only brother's friend, and con- 
stitute yourself head keeper during his stay here ? " 

" Preposterous, Meta — quite. I have other things 
ix> attend to." 

" I am given over to you, you see, and am not 
transferable," he said, looking calmly into her face. 

Leila could not help smiling at them, they ap- 
peared so strange — Meta with her head above the 
urn, and he gazing at her. 

"You've been idling for some time past, and 
now an opportunity offers of making yourself useful 
in acting as guide to Mr. Frampton," said her 
aunt spitefully. 

" It's a position better suited to you — a naturalist, 
historian, and geologist — plenty to amuse papa's 
friend with." 

Mr. Wynton looked up suddenly from a heap of 
letters, hearing himself the subject of a debate ; his 
face was very white, and lips compressed. 

" Meta, you must take upon yourself the entire 
care of amusing our mutual friend during my 
absence, for I find by these," tapping his letters, " I 
must run up to town for a few days." 

'Worse and worse,' she thought, 'or was it a 
preconcerted plan ? ' 

The two allies shook hands, exchanging meaning 
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looks the while. Wynton hastily left to seek his 
wife's room. 

" My dear," he said to the patient, " a fellow has 
little peace of mind in this world ; business matters 
compel me to go again to the city — have you any 
commands ? " 

" Must you go to-day, Gerald ? " 

" At once ; don't delay me unnecessarily." 

"Does your friend accompany you ? " 

" Good God ! no ; he is here for a long time/' 

" I am, indeed, grieved to hear it ; Meta hates- 
him so." 

" Pll not stand any of her nonsense," angrily ; 
" she had better mend her manners, I can tell you." 

" But he is intensely disagreeable - looking/* 
pleaded Mrs. Wynton. 

" Stuff and nonsense, he has lots of money,. 

and " approaching her he whispered in her ear 

the remainder of his sentence. 

" Now you know why it is necessary to be more 
than civil to him." 

Mrs. Wynton sank back on her pillow pale and 
trembling, unable to reply — her poor tired eyes 
filling with tears as she thought of that " why." 

Blustering about the room in search of gloves, 
and telling her to " keep up her spirits," he left, 
banging the door behind him. 

Clasping her thin hands over her temples, she 
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gave way to tears and moans. What had she 
experienced all her life but neglect and coldness 1 
and now, with failing health, worsted in the battle 
of life, uncared for by any save Leila, she felt death 
would be a release. Then the image of her loved 
daughters came before her. Could she wish for 
death, and leave them to the unprincipled care of 
their father ? Ah ! no. 

" Spare me yet a little," she moaned, clasping 
her head in her two hands. " Not yet can I go and 
leave them to the cold world." 

"Is your father a little demented, think you, 
Meta?" demanded Miss Ueddington, with great 
acrimony. 

" Ton ought to know, being his sister, whether 
any of our predecessors on your side were tainted 
with insanity ." 

" Not that I am aware of; still, my name being 
changed to Reddington, I have lost sight of most of 
the Wyntons." 

" I don't mean the present generation," testily. 

" There never was a mad Wynton to my know- 
ledge," with her head well up. 

" He is perfectly sane," laughed Mr. Frampton, 
"1 assure you, only just now he is engaged in 
a great speculation which takes all his head." 

"It is a very dangerous thing to risk good 

H 
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money after bad," snapped the aunt, " and I wonder 
at a family man being so idiotic." 

" Has any one seen mamma this morning," asked 
Meta. 

" I did not go in as usual, on account of papa/' 
replied Leila, " but I will run up now." 

" Where will you take me to, Miss Meta; I am to 
be fed and amused and carried out like a child — 
your papa's orders," with an odious familiar look. 

" My aunt must superintend the programme for 
your benefit; it is beyond me/' 

"You, and you alone; I'll have none other 
guide." 

" Then go without me," rudely ; " I have visits 
to pay." 

"Fll pay them with you, as I want to see the 
aborigines." 

There was no help for it ; unless she took refuge 
in her room and locked the door, she knew the 
infliction had to be borne. 
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CHAPTEE VI. 



ADDIO. 



<( Mamma, lie is like a bailiff; he won't lose sight of 
his prey," Meta said, when sitting on her mother's 
conch, previous to accompanying Frampton for a 
walk to Mrs. Harburn's. 

u Ton need not stay long with him, dear ; perhaps 
he will go out riding by himself." 

" No such luck/' she sighed ! " I never saw a 
greater pig." 'I'll dress to perfection/ she thought, 
' and then he may be carried away by his disgust- 
ing feelings to propose, and so I may get rid of 
him by a decided refusal of his offer ; he then will 
surely leave us in peace/ She made her toilette 
most carefully, and descended. 

Frampton was quite ready, with a scarlet gera- 

h2 
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ninrn in his button-hole, and primrose-coloured 
gloves. 

' 111 have no mercy on him/ she thought. 

" May I tell you how much I admire your beauti- 
ful costume ? " 

" Tell away/' carelessly ; " on any other woman 
it would look nothing." 

" Ah ! but your beautiful figure lends a grace 
to your clothes." 

"You like nice clothes then, Mr. Frampton?" 

" I like a lovely woman in them better." 

« Who's your tailor?" 

" Poole," with a simper. 

" A pity he could not sew a bit more on to you/* 
looking over him ; " you want height." 

" I am grieved you think so, for I have done 
growing." 

" Except in wickedness'; why did you leave that 
out?" 

" I shall be a better man when I marry a good 
woman. " 

" Lord help the woman, say I." 

" Don't you think she would be supremely happy 
with me ? I can love so well." 

"Any woman had better drown herself than 
marry you." 
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"Yes." 

" Well, if you are offended, you have only your- 
self to blame. I fancy yours and Satan's face were 
cast in the some mould." 

" Am I so like the devil ! " starting. 

" His very image ; I saw a painting of him when 
at Paris, and I never saw two faces more alike." 

" Rid yourself of that horrid fancy, I beg of you ; 
it's not nattering to me either." 

" You need not grow sulky over it." 

ts I won't," brightening. 

" How far does this female friend live ? " 

" There is the house (pointing) ; she is a charm- 
ing widow." 

"I hate widows, they are always fancying you 
•are in love with them." 

" I suppose you come in for your own share in 
that way, being so strikingly handsome," sarcasti- 
cally. 

" My place is handsome ; it is greatly admired, 
^nd much run after." 

" I see ; then you are what is termed a good 
match ? " 

" First rate ; and it's an awful bore." 

" Why don't you marry, and have done with it 
at once ? " 

" Just what I mean to do ; can you assist me to 

•a wife ? " 
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" There's my aunt enormously rich, with a fat. 
manor in Yorkshire, and there is Mrs. Harburn > 
with two male heirs, at your disposal." 

Some kind of oath was rolling about in his- 
mouth, struggling to get out; but he restrained 
himself. 

" I want youth and beauty, Meta, and a certain: 
amount of love," coming very close to her. 

" I dare say some actress would be glad to throw 
her lot in with yours ; they are generally handsome ; 
then there is my mother's maid, Urania, she is con- 
sidered lovely." 

Mr. Frampton was white to the very lips with 
rage. Looking round at him she almost trembled 
at his murderous expression. 

"Your father," he hissed, "did not tell me I 
should be daily insulted, when I accepted his 
invitation." 

" My manner is peculiar, Mr. Frampton ; and if 
you don't like it, why leave it, that's all; I for 
one don't care." Throwing open the gate herself, 
and stalking up to the door, she turned the handle 
and went in, never once looking round to see 
whether he was following. All the rooms were 
empty, no Mrs. Harburn visible. She rang the 
bell ; the servant informed her Mrs. Harburn was. 
out. 

"What a nuisance," exclaimed Meta. 
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In the garden she found Vflliers Frampton walking 
np and down, liked a caged lion. 

" I am not coming in/' lie savagely said. 

" Wait till yon are asked, politest of mortals ; my 
friend is out." 

" Where are you going now ? " without looking 
at her. 

"To the rectory; the distance is nothing, and 
the people worthy of even your distinguished 
notice." 

"If you will be civil, and like a lady, I will 
escort you, otherwise I must decline the honour." 

" I never alter my bearing towards man, woman, 
or child ; are you answered ?" 

« Yes," lifting his hat ; « HI go and sit with 
Miss Leila/' 

"Thank heaven; one piece of gratuitous ad- 
vice before you go. She makes an admirable 
listener." 

" I am safe from insult with her." 

" Quite. An revair — a pleasant morning to you." 
Away she sped, leaving him in a terrible passion ; 
all the prepared speeches unsaid. 

Looking after her graceful figure, he muttered, 
" A beautiful devil, but HI win yet; wait till the de- 
nouement comes, you'll only be too glad to be civil." 

When he arrived at the house he found no one. 
The aunt was with the invalid, and Leila had gone 
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district visiting. Urania tripping in for something 
she wanted, found him alone. A low curtsey and 
a " Pardon, monsieur ; " eyes downcast. An hour 
passed away before he released her ; very valuable 
information indeed did she impart to him, arid he 
was nothing loth. He would wait the promised 
signal from his friend before declaring himself; and 
then, Miss Meta. 

The aunt, bustling in, nearly fell over him. 
" How are you, where is Meta ? " looking round. 
" She was so unbearable, I was obliged to leave 
her ; I congratulate you on the amiability of your 
niece/' drawing himself up. 

"What did she say to you, in heaven's name ?" 
" Told me I was the personification of Satan." 
" She was only joking, it's her odd manner." 
"A most disagreeable way of joking, and one I 
am not accustomed to." 

Then the great, long, limp aunt fell into a chair in 
the most unbecoming attitude, showing her long 
skeleton feet, encased in sad-coloured stockings. 
Angry as he was, the sight drew a smile from him ; 
and, going over to the gorgon, he impressed on her 
the desirability of maintaining silence on the sub- 
ject of Meta' s rudeness. 

" It's encouraging her, better let me speak." 
" No ; here she comes ;" looking bewitchingly 
handsome as she entered, with heightened colour 
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and peerless grace ; her eyes, full of mischief, bent 
on the two occupants of the room. 

a Taking a lesson from the arch fiend ? fie upon 
you, Mrs. Primrose/' shaking two fingers at her 
aunt. 

" Meta, I cannot listen to such language ; it is 
degrading in the extreme ." 

" I am going away, best of Lutherans ; to-morrow 
I'll be leaving thee in sorrow/' 
" What do you mean ?" 

"Bribe me, and Pll tell; offer me rubies like 
unto Leila's, and the secret is yours ! " laughing. 
Are you serious, may I ask ?" 
No one is speaking to you, Mr. Meddlesome ; 
but I can afford to be gracious for this once. I 
Am reallv asked on a visit out of this rat hole of 
Langton." 

"Where are you wanting to go now?" sharply 
demanded her aunt. 

" Mrs. Harburn is going to visit her brother, the 
dean, and I am to bear her company." 

A change came over Villiers Frampton's face as 
he heard this ; it would quite disarrange his plans ; 
biting his moustache, he seemed lost in thought. 

u But you know nothing of these people, Meta ; 
besides, you have home ties at present, and cannot 
leave." 

" Grandmother's cats ! Home ties, indeed ; that 
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means my lord Frampton and your distinguished 
self, I presume." 

"No one would believe that your father paid 
three hundred a year for your education," turning 
up her eyes. 

" I don't believe myself he did, nor the half of 
it; the food was vile, and nearly all the masters 
were out at elbows." 

Mr. Frampton laughed, " Will you take me with 
you, Miss Meta?" 

" Not I ; you and my aunt can set up a partner- 
ship between you ; it would answer well." 

At this proposal Miss Eeddington flew from the 
room overwhelmed with conftision. 
You seem glad to go." 

Seem ! Why it's nothing to the delight I feel ; 
were it not that my skin is well fastened on my 
bones, I'd be out of it long ago." 

" When do you expect to return ?" 

" Directly I hear you have left." 

" You are honest, Miss Wynton." 

" It is the only good point I possess ; I would 
sooner lose the power of speech than stoop to 
deceive." 

st A rare quality in a woman, and very precious/' 
sneering. 

" Here, Leila," as she saw the figure of her sister 
pass the window ; " here is a charge for you. I 
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am going away in the morning, and this interesting 
guest I deliver entirely into your hands. His 
feelings are most delicate, so be careful not to 
wound them." Bowing low, and with a mocking 
laugh, she left the room. 

Leila could only stare at him for an explanation. 
"Is it true ?" 

" So she says. Will you be kind to me in her 
absence, Miss Leila; not cutting and severe, like 
her?" 

" I will try, but she never means half she says ; 
she delights in teasing people." 

" She is in earnest with me, and I expected such 
a different reception," sighing. 

He knew well what he was about ; Leila looked 
quite distressed. 

On her way to the rectory, Meta had met Mrs. 
Harburn, into whose kind and attentive ears she 
poured her woes. 

Now that her son had no idea of marrying Meta, 
Mrs. Harburn felt more inclined to be friendly to 
the bright vivacious girl, who had so won upon her 
in the early part of their acquaintance. 

" I would give anything to be free from his horrid 
society, dear Mrs. Harburn," she said, with ready 
tears springing into her eyes. Then came the offer 
of her brother's house. 

"If you can be ready on so short a notice,. 
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find your mother does not object, Fll take you, 
dear Meta." 

" An hour will pack all I shall require ; of course, 
mamma will only be too glad to allow me to accept 
your kind offer, doubly acceptable now in these 
troublesome times/ ' smiling. 

" Did you say his name is Frampton ? n 

"Yes; Villiers Frampton. He owns a place in 
Essex, and he is rich, papa says." 

" I know all about him, child, and a more worth- 
less character your father could not admit into his 
house; what can his reason be V 9 

"Mamma fancies they are mixed up in money 
transactions together, hence the friendship. ,, 

Mrs. Harburn's face grew very long as she 
listened. A rising young barrister, whom she well 
knew, had undertaken a case in which this very 
Frampton figured, and of the details of which she 
did not like to inform Meta. "Had I a daughter, I'd 
rather see her dead than the wife of such a man." 

" Help me to escape him, and I will never forget 
your kindness, dear Mrs. Harburn," seizing her 
hand. 

" I will see your mother this afternoon, and make 
sure of her sanction to my plan," pressing her hand 
warmly ere they parted. 

On to the rectory, where she enlivened the 
inmates for a considerable time. 



Addio. 109. 

They pressed her to stay to luncheon, but she 
was obliged to decline. On her way home she 
thought of the plan which she felt sure her father 
had formed to induce her to marry his college 
chum. That all was not right in the monetary way 
she felt certain. She had twice the discernment 
of Leila in such matters, twice the insight into 
character ; and her instinct told her their guest was 
bad and unworthy to remain under the roof of so 
unsuspecting a woman as her mother. Could she 
only have seen the interior of Frampton's mansion, 
where her father was a constant visitor, and heard 
the conversations carried on there, and seen the 
money recklessly played for, and the intimate asso- 
ciates of the fascinating Villiers, the warning words 
of Mrs. Harburn would not have been needed to 
put her on her guard. 

'I know he is utterly worthless,' she thought; 
' and I am greatly mistaken but there is some fell 
motive in his visit to us. How I envy girls who 
have a good father ! mine is a wretch, and would 
sell us to-morrow to the highest bidder.' 

She was not far wrong in her estimation of Gerald 
Wynton's character. 

After luncheon the carriage came round for the 
invalid, who begged of the girls to accompany her. 
Villiers Frampton was idling in one of the windows,, 
listening to the mother's entreaty. 
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" Leila, you and Mr. Framption go, whilst I see 
Urania about packing." 

" Change your mind, Meta; don't go away to- 
morrow," said Leila. 

" Fiddlesticks i of course I'll go ; who knowB but 
that the venerable dean may fancy my dark eyes, — 
he's a widower ; a gay Lothario sort of a man, about 
sixty." 

Ci Do you like old men ? Miss Meta." 

" I fear I must own to a depraved taste in that 
way; I'd marry him to-morrow, provided he 
promised to die immediately after." 

Meta, do be serious," pleaded her mother. 
Yes 'm," dropping a curtsey. 

A sound of restless horses here broke upon them. 

" Mamma dear, don't keep the horses waiting 
longer ; shall we go now ?" 

Miss Reddington entered, muffled to her ears; 
a long jacket, trimmed with jaundiced fur, and a 
scant robe of the darkest green. 

Meta elevated her eyebrows at this apparition, and 
secretly thought her aunt more hideous than usual. 
Since the proposition to become Mr. Frampton's 
partner, Miss Reddington had assumed a stiff awk- 
ward manner, most amusing to Meta. 

" You are quite right in guarding against our 
treacherous climate, Miss Reddington; your wraps 
show you are a sensible woman." 
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The old lady absolutely summoned up a blush at 
iihis sign of apparent interest. 

€t It's always chilly driving/' moving her bones 
freely in her skin, as though she felt the keen air 
between herself and her fur clothes, " and I am too 
proud to care about what people think." 

Off they went, leaving Mr. Frampton and Meta 
in the drawing-room. 

"We shall be like two doves in a cage till 
they return; don't you feel more amiable?" 
smirking. 

" Ever so much more ; the prospect of a change 
makes me feel quite kind and generous." 

" Why do you take so much trouble to show me 
how you dislike me ?" 

" Because it prevents mistakes arising/' blushing. 

" What mistakes ?" 

" Oh ! you said women hunted you for your rent- 
roll. We don't do those things here." 

" I should like to be hunted by you ; the chase 
would not be long, I'd give in directly," looking 
tender. 

" What's your income ?" leaning over the back of 
a chair." 

" Hem ! ah — about a — " 

" Come, don't be forming lies ; the truth, please." 

u About twelve thousand a year." 

" Heavens ! what a nice catch you'd be," count- 
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ing on her fingers. " I suppose you'd expect your 
wife to live with you ?" 

By Jove, yes, never absent." 
Ah ! that alters the case entirely. You'd be 
dear at any price, Mr. Wolf in sheep's clothing. 
Now I must go and see about my pretty clothes/' 
preparing to leave the room. 

" Stop a moment, Miss Meta ; what interest had 
you in the question you just put to me ?" 

" None whatever, on the honour of one who is 
truth itself. I merely thought my aunt's income 
joined to yours would be a swingeing one." 

She darted from the room and upstairs before he 
had recovered from his surprise. 

Putting on his hat he strolled into the town, and 
quietly despatched a wired message to his friend, 
Gerald Wynton, smiling grimly as he did so. 

When Mrs. Wynton returned from her drive, she 
was met at the door by Villiers JPrampton, who hoped 
she felt better for her drive in the country. 

" I hope Meta has been amusing you in our ab- 
sence ?" scanning his face. 

" Very much indeed, the few moments she re- 
mained in my society/' giving her his arm. 

" She is very droll in her language ; you must not 
pay particular attention to her odd sayings." 

" I find it's the best method of improving her ac- 
quaintance to take and swallow all her io suits with- 
out noticing them." 
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" When do you think my husband's business will 
admit of his returning to us ?" 

" Impossible to say, dear madame ; he may return 
in a day or two/' landing her safely on the sofa. 

Down came Meta on hearing the carriage- wheels, 

" Well, Vulture/' to Framp ton, " have you been 
digesting yourself ?" 

" I appeal to you, Mrs. Wynton, is she not worse 
than insulting ?" 

t€ Mamma, he is going to become your brother-in- 
law. Aunt's charms have deprived him of his 
senses." 

He laughed heartily. 

" Your daughter is most desirous of the venture. 
What say you, Mrs. Wynton; do you think Miss 
Beddington would look favourably on my suit ? " 

" Who is talking of me ? " asked the dragon, 
entering. 

Meta almost shrieked with pleasure. Taking 
upon herself to answer, she replied, half choked 
with smothered laughter, " Oh ! aunt, Mr. Frampton 
has been asking mamma's advice on the subject of 
his immediate marriage, and she has wisely referred 
him to you as possessing great wisdom and 
tact/' 

" Miss Meta," pleaded Frampton, u what have I 
to do with any one's marriage ? " looking at them 
with his small, wicked eyes full of malice. " It 

1 
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was a joke, Miss Reddington, and your niece, as 
usual, tries to make mischief." 

" I am the subject of your jokes, am I ? " looking 
fiercely at Meta as the chief cause. 

<c Dear aunt, Mr. Frampton was asking mamma 
in all seriousness whether you would be disposed to 
change your present state and take upon yourself 
the livery of a married slave ." 

" I," she almost shrieked, " marry any man. 
Never ! " bounding from the room. 

"She will tell every one she has refused me,- and 
I never asked her," groaned Mr. Frampton. 

Meta was convulsed. 

" It will make the dean explode for a month when 
I tell him." 

" I hope you will do nothing of the kind, Miss 
Wynton ; why should I be made the subject of your 
remarks ? " 

" You owe Mr. Frampton an apology before you 
leave, and peace must be made with your offended 
aunt," said her mother. 

" Oh ! what a dilemma I am in ? Mr. Frampton, 
I am sure, will forgive me, but the spinster is made 
of sterner stuff." 

Away she flew to Miss Reddington' s room, leaving 
her mother to soothe their somewhat ruffled guest. 
Meeting Leila in the passage, she sent her to aid 
the invalid in restoring a comfortable feeling, and 
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in assuring Mr. Frampton of Meta's innocence of 
any deliberate design to torn him into ridicule. 

Peace being reTored, and a luxurious dinner 
haying smoothed away the frowns of both the ag- 
grieved parties, Meta condescended to make herself 
tolerably agreeable, and was hunting over her music 
for a pathetic song wherewith to please the fastidious 
Villiers. 

"It's a tremendous undertaking to sing imme- 
diately after dinner ; however, Nl try." 

" I shall never forget your kind compliance/' he 
whispered. 

" Oh ! speak out, please ; I hate mumblers. What 
would you like me to sing ? " still turning over her 
music. 

"Anything you think nice I am certain to 
admire," leaning on the edge of the piano. 

" r Pm a Young Man from the Country/ ' The 
Irish Wedding/ ' Meet me by Moonlight/ say r yes ' 
when you think you'd like any I read out. ' When 
I was a Little Child/ Are you still undecided, Mr. 
Frampton ? » 

u Really your assortment is not a happy one. I 
am rather puzzled. Have you any Italian ones ? " 

" Lots ; do you know Italian ? " 

"Yes; thoroughly ." 

" Ah ! we'll make something of you after awhile. 
Must it be a love song ? " 

i2 
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" Please." 

" All right. Attend ! " 

Then she sang in a superb voice a passionate love- 
song, and with so much pathos that her listeners- 
were completely carried away. 

" Thank you — Oh ! thanks a thousand times/* 
came his voicfc tremblingly. 

She laughed. 

"It's a love language, Italian is; eh, Mjv 
Frampton ? " 

" It is indeed. I have a box at the Italian Opera 
on purpose to enjoy the exquisite voices." 

" I dare say you go to sleep half the time ; most 
men do." 

" I worship music too much to lose one strain." 

" Tour box is another substantial charm in your 
favour. My aunt adores an opera/' 

" For goodness' sake don't mention her/' he im- 
plored. 

" I've been advising her to change her mind and 
accept you. Do you know, the other day she was 
taking a ticket to Upper Langton ; her head was on 
a level with the pigeon-hole of the office. The man, 
merely seeing her chin, said, " First class, Major ? " 

u Nonsense ! " exclaimed Frampton, laughing. 

"Fact, I assure you. That's why the dear old 
thing is quite bald; her beard is so strong it has 
quite drawn the covering off the top of her head. 
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I am going to ask her to leave me her beard as a 
legacy. It will make a superb chignon, and just my 
colour." 

This was too much for his gravity. He laughed 
so heartily that it attracted the attention of the 
subject of their conversation, who asked what they 
had discovered to be so much amused at. 

"We are discussing women and their rights," 
answered Meta demurely. 

" It's a subject you had better leave alone," the 
aunt said snappishly. 

" Miss Wynton handles it with superior delicacy. 
She agrees with me the polling-booth is no place for 
a young lady." 

" She is deceiving you then ; there is nothing 
she likes better than canvassing, and she is an adept 
in bribery ." 

" Oh! Aunt Reddington, of Reddington Manor ! " 



CHAPTER VII. 

THE CLOUDS GATHER. 

It was Christmas week, and the Langtonites were 
busy with their preparations. The straggling street 
was full of hungry-looking people, benumbed, 
wretched, out-of-work creatures, who ventured to- 
extend a starved hand directly a well-dressed person 
came upon the scene. The Wyntons were still 
inhabitants of the same house, the delicate mother 
feeling too week to undertake a journey south. 
Meta had been home some time, and now she and 
Leila were occupied in directing the house decora- 
tions. Mr. Frampton had left shortly after her 
departure, but only to return immediately he knew 
she was at home again. Charlie Harburn and his 
friend Alic Carston were down for the holidays,. 
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and Leila was conscious of being supremely happy 
in the society of the stalwart Oxonian. 

Aunt Reddington had arrived, and her brother 
was silently cursing her presence. Since his risky 
speculations his temper had grown unbearable ; his 
poor wife seemed unable to shake off the gloomy 
oppression his presence now caused her. For some 
reason known to himself he was in terror of his 
guest Villiers Frampton being offended in any way ; 
one evening, meeting his eldest daughter coming 
from the library with her scornful head thrown up 
and angry gleaming eyes, he drew her into the 
deserted breakfast-room and besought her in trem- 
bling accents, as she valued a roof over her mother's 
head, not to drive Frampton too far. Clutching her 
round white arm in his anxiety, he said, " For the 
love of God do not exasperate him ; you know not 
how powerless we are in the grasp he has of us." 
Then pushing her from him he shut the door on her 
retreating figure, and remained a prey to his bitter 
feelings. 

In the drawing-room Frampton was smiling and 
assisting Leila in cutting out letters for decorations. 
Alic was looking on, and Charlie was playing chess 
with the aunt. Mrs. Wynton had retired to her 
own room, where Meta was pouring into her ear her 
doubts and fears. She was still more faded and 
drooping than when we last saw her, and the poor 
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cheeks wore a sunken, pinched look. Laying her 
hand on Meta's shoulder and gazing into her hand- 
some face, on which the fire-light played, she said, 

" Child, I know there is sorrow not far distant for 
us all to bear ; it is not mere superstition tempts me 
to say it, but a firm conviction of coming evil." 

" Let us go away from this hateful place ; why 
cannot we go, mamma ? " 

A spasm of agony passed over her mother's face 
at this question. She knew why not, but she dared 
not tell. Letting her head fall on her daughter's 
neck she wept convulsively, moaning in the anguish 
of her broken heart. 

"A little while longer/' she whispered, "and I 
shall be gone ; promise me to be steady and watch 
over Leila." 

" Mamma, never bind me down to anything of 
the sort/' she exclaimed wildly. " I hate papa so 
intensely I would do anything to be free of him — 
anything but marry Villiers Frampton. J 



» 



« 

The Langton lake was frozen, and people dis- 
ported themselves on the ice. A few select friends 
were invited to a skating party at Langtonmead, the 
seat of Lady Starlington, and amongst them in un- 
rivalled costumes shone the Wynton girls. Meta 
skated well, having acquired the art in France, and 
was the admiration of the gathered throng. Mr. 
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Frampton feared to risk his precious person on the 
treacherous ice, but watched her graceful curves 
and beautiful figure from the bank. Lady Star- 
lington's only son and heir was trying to keep up 
with Meta's flying movements, and every spare and 
-available moment telling her she was the attraction 
of the day. Frampton saw them, and guessed the 
drift of their conversation ; he heard her rippling 
laugh as she sped over the shining surface of the 
lake, and cursed the young man for his presumption. 
Skimming deliciously along, her companion noticed 
ihe savage look of Villiers, and inwardly rejoiced 
that he had it in his power to gall the well-known 
betting character, for whom he entertained a pro- 
found contempt. The atmosphere was as clear as 
a bell, and words and sentences made themselves 
heard at a considerable distance. 

"He's a horrid bore, that ugly Frampton; it 
-amazes me to see him ever in your train, Miss 
Wynton." 

Frampton strained his ears to hear her 
-answer. 

"Papa seems infatuated with the reptile. You 
have no idea how I loathe him." 

Frampton moved to another spot with ashen lips, 
and, muttering a variety of oaths, his hands trem- 
bling, and a wicked fire flashing from his cold eyes, 
he watched and cursed alternately. Leila was seated 
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in a sledge-chair, propelled over the ice at a rapid 
rate by Charlie who guided it deftly through thfr 
maze of skaters and sledges. Alic had appeared 
too late on the scene to offer Leila his services. 
She had waited long for him ; but when Charlie's 
repeated attempts to gain possession of a chair 
were at last crowned with success, she had to accept 
his eager offer. Just as Charlie had started with 
his burden of golden hair, up came AKc, looking 
round in vain for the face he so dearly loved. 
Frampton watched him with malicious pleasure, 
so glad was he to see some one else besides himself 
disappointed. 

"What a muff Frampton is/' said Charlie; "I 
believe he is afraid of spoiling his beauty by ven- 
turing off the bank." 

" Hush, he will hear you," replied Leila, glancing 
at the scowling personage on the bank. 

" Who cares ? He is not the Great Mogul ; I 
believe every one hates him. I know I do, for one ; 
he is such a low-minded scoundrel." 

Every word reached Frampton, and pierced him 
like so many daggers. Oh ! foolish Charlie Harburn, 
to make an enemy of the most unscrupulous man 
on the face of this fair earth. 

" He admires Meta, but she hates him so," came 
again the gentle voice of Leila. 

" He bears a notorious character, dear Leila,"" 
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bending over her shining plaits, " and it galls me to 
think of him being under the roof containing so 
pure an angel as you are." 

Leila's face was dyed in carnation, as she listened 
to his passionate words. Frampton watched from 
under the rim of his hat, and divined rightly that 
Charlie was offering the golden treasure of his heart 
to Leila. A sardonic smile wreathed his cavernous 
mouth ; involuntarily his hand felt the contents of 
an inner pocket — the smile changed to a look of 
triumph, as his thoughts took some fresh form. 
Meta was glorying in the small talk of the heir, and 
pledging herself to any number of round dances at 
the ball on Christmas Eve. 

"Well astonish the natives by our superior 
style/' he was saying, as hand-in-hand they glided 
past the immovable Frampton. 

" The petrifaction is still standing on the bank," 
he said, laughing. 

"Yes, the poor fossil would make a valuable 
addition to your mother's cabinet." 

They both laughed. 

" Mr. Frampton/' she called . out, " why are you 
such a fixture ? " 

" I am transfixed with admiration," he answered 
coolly, putting up his eye-glass to look at her. 

" So am I ; you've not moved an inch for* the 
last hour." 
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"I am greatly moved, nevertheless/' with his 
horrid smile. 

Impudent dog ; why notice him, Miss Wynton V s 
He is our guest, unfortunately/' she replied, 
with a sigh. 

"Why can't he die, or go back to his own 
place?" 

" He does not intend to do either just at present/' 
she replied, laughing. " I wish he would die ; I'd 
go to his funeral with pleasure." 

" Report says you are more likely to go to his 
wedding/' regarding her earnestly. 

Report speaks falsely ! " indignantly. 
Miss Wynton, I was in the reading-room the 
other day when your father and Frampton came in. 
Sir Jasper Frostly congratulated Frampton in a 
loud clear voice, and neither of them denied the 
fact. I heard Sir Jasper distinctly mention your 
name as that of the happy lady." 

" On my sacred word, Mr. StarUngton, it is as 
false as the man himself; perhaps he fancies his 
acting so will serve his purpose." 

" I'd like to kick him all round the park, 'pon my 
soul I would, only it would degrade me." 

" You have taken all pleasure from me now, 
I can only think of the wretch's double dealings." 

"He is capable of acting the meanest part of 
any fellow going; were I in your place I'd cut 
him. 
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Meta writhed with shame; she knew in her 
heart her father owed Frampton money — how could 
she cut him f 

" He has backed horses for my father, who has 
lost enormously upon them. So heavily is my 
father indebted to him that I fancy he could sell us 
up at a moment's notice/' This she said in a state 
of desperation. 

" I am very sorry to hear it, Miss Wynton, *pon 
soul I am ; but it's no secret ; I heard something of 
the kind before when in town." 

" I wish papa had never met him/' sighed Meta. 

" He was the co-respondent in the case of € Ellers- 
leigh v. Ellersleigh j* I suppose you know ? " 

A scarlet blush suffused her face as he mentioned 
the subject. 

" I did not know for certain, but heard it hinted 
at the other day." 

" It is quite true, and people wonder at the fellow 
taking up his abode in your house." 

rc Papa must be spoken to," she murmured in a 
low voice, making her way towards Leila. " Let us 
go home, Leila ; I am tired." Her face was pale, and 
her movements had lost the elasticity of the previous 
hour. 

Lady Starlington came up with their aunt. 

" You are not going to desert us now ? " 

" The carriage is waiting, and I promised mamma 
to be home before the darkness came on." 
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Ah ! well, you must come again. Your beautiful 
skating was much admired ;" shaking hands with 
them, and bowing coldly to Villiers, she went to- 
wards her other visitors. 

Mr. Starlington was careful in arranging their fnr 
wraps; seconding his mother's invitation he left 
them. 

Frampton sat opposite Meta with a self-compla- 
cent smile ; Leila was lost in thought, and the aunt 
was dwelling on the cost of milady's polonaise. 

"Did you spend a profitable afternoon, Miss 
Meta?" 

" Don't speak to me, please, I am tired," shutting 
her eyes. 

In silence they proceeded, the handsome bays 
dashing along at a furious pace, and the ringing of 
their hoofs on the frozen ground making a pleasant 
noise. Lights shone from every window as they 
drew up at the door of their villa, but no face was 
visible within. Crossing the hall, Prampton de- 
tained Meta. 

" Miss Meta, I have something to tell you of your 
father," he said, "which it is necessary for you to 
hear." 

" Be as brief as possible, please," leading the way 
to the breakfast-room. She stood by the table facing 
him, " Now say your say, and have done with it." 

" The time has come for me to speak out ; it had 
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oome some time ago, in fact, but I, wishing to spare 
yon as long as possible, have delayed it until 
now." 

"Explain yourself/' with a haughty look. 

"Have you enough of the heroine in you to save 
jour father at the loss of your freedom ?" smiling. 

" What do you mean ? " 

" One word from you, and it will keep him out of 
the bankruptcy court ; withhold that word and his 
name shall be dragged through the mud ; honest 
men will shun him, and you will be penniless » 

"Great God! is it true?" clasping her hands 
together. 

"Perfectly, promise to be my wife without delay, 
and my hand alone will avert the evil ; think of 
your mother's health, your good name and your 
future position, ere you answer me." 

"Why would you marry me, knowing how I hate 
you?" in cold cutting accents. 

" You are the handsomest woman of my acquaint- 
ance, and as such I covet you." 

" Do you call yourself a gentleman, Mr. Frampton, 
in remaining under our roof when you know how we 
loathe the very sight of you ?" 

" Pardon me, Miss Meta, you are perhaps unaware 
of the existing circumstances; you are under my 
roof; this house with its appurtenances is mine ; the 
carriage you drive in is mine ; the food you eat, the 
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clothes you array your matchless figure in are 



mine." 



" Merciful heavens ! " sinking into a chair, " whak 
ruin you have brought upon us ! " 

" Tour father owes mc fourteen thousand Dounds ; 
I have accepted this villa in part payment. The 
day you become my wife, I give your father a clean 
bill of health ! " bending to see her face. 

"Devil, have you no pity ?" 

" I am full of compassion, gentle Meta, and would 
shield you from the keen atmosphere of poverty. 
Frampton Hall is worthy of such a mistress." 

" I would die in a ditch, rather than link my fate 
with yours, wretch, unsparing, inhuman wretch!" 
standing up before him, in all her youthful beauty 
-d ..pre! i-dig^on, with Jhi,* „ ye . Z 
trembling lips, undaunted by the picture he had 
drawn. " Do your worst, I defy you." 

" My worst will bring you on your stubborn 
knees beseeching me for mercy, and I'll show you 
none. Beware, Meta Wynton, the die is cast." . . . * 

" Where is my father, Morris ?" 

"Gone to London, miss; this afternoon master 
had a telegram, and left at two o'clock." 

She rushed to her mother's room, where she 
found her aunt and Leila by the patient's chair, 
amusing her with little nothings. 

"It would be well for them all to know," she 
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thought. " Mamma, Mr. Frampton has been open- 
ing my eyes to our position in this house ; are you 
aware we are here as his guests; that we are 
paupers ; worse than paupers ; simply, well-dressed 
adventurers — beggars, in fact, beholden to him for 
our daily food?" 

"It is false," shrieked Leila; "mamma, mamma, 
flay it is false." 

Mi* Reddington rose gaunt and quivering, her 
bony hand clutched the cowering, weeping mother. 
"For the sake of God, tell these children the 
truth?" 
" He is right, we owe him all !" 
" How can it be true, where is your own fortune ?" 
asked the aunt in her harshest tones. 

"Gerald has spent all, speculated, betted, and 
gambled away every farthing; he told me this 
afternoon before he left for good, saying Meta 
would save us." 

" They want me to sell myself body and soul to 
the man below, Aunt Reddington ; do you hear ? I 
am to be the victim sacrificed to save my father's 
reputation." 

"Never, child, while I live my house is open to 
you three ; but the door shall be closed on Gerald." 
Then the four miserable women held council 
together, and determined until after the twenty- 
fifth they would not move. 

E 
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" Let things be as though nothing had happened,, 
and we will move quietly on Monday next." 

Leila seemed stunned by the suddenness of the- 
calamity; laying her head in her mother's lap, she 
moaned and sobbed for hours. Miss Beddington 
and Meta dressed as usual, and descended to meet 
the Harburns, who were coming to dinner ; excuses 
were made for Leila, who, they said, was u keepings 
her mother company ." Frampton was also dressed 
with unusual care, smiling serenely as they entered 
the dining-room. 

"These little impromptu dinners are by far the 
pleasantest; don't you agree with me, Misa 
Meta?" 

She turned and looked at him with calm 
indifference, no trace of her former passion 
visible. 

" Yes, I agree with you." 

The words were simple, but he chose to mis- 
construe their meaning. 

" Thanks," he muttered, advancing to meet the 
Harburns. "In Mr. Wynton's absence will you 
accept of me as host by proxy ?" 

Of course they said " Yes," regretted his absence, 
and said no doubt the deputy was able to bear his 
honours well. Meta all the evening was like a 
tragedy queen; all her vivacity gone, her rich 
colour too. Mrs, Harburn noticed how unusually 
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strange she looked, and sought for information 
from the aunt. 

"She has been skating herself off her legs. 
Young people never know where to stop, once 
they happen to indulge in a favourite amuse- 
ment." 

Mr. Frampton was overpoweringly civil to Charlie, 
asking him to visit Frampton when he could spare 
time; the invitation was given in an uncalled-for 
loud voice directly there was a lull in the conversa- 
tion. 

"You are very good, indeed," wishing him all the 
time in the wilds of Africa, " but you see my time 
is so fully occupied." 

Alio Carston lounged towards them, and talked 
of the ball. 

"You are coming, of course, to-morrow night?" 
addressing Meta. 

For a moment she flushed crimson, remembering 
how they were situated; but meeting Frampton' s. 
eyes fixed upon her as if in delight at her confusion* 
she gathered her courage together and replied, 

" I fear we must disappoint you ; mamma is not 
so well this evening." 

"Of course, we shall all go, Mrs. Wynton is 
sure to be better," Frampton said in a hard 
voioe. 

"If you disappoint us, we shall leave the bail- 
ie 
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room and return home; it would afford me no 
pleasure without you all," said Alic, in his honest 
manner. 

"You two fellows had better sleep here to- 
morrow night; it will save Mrs. Harburn from being 
knocked up, and we can all go together." 

" A capital plan/' answered Charlie ; " what say 
you, Miss Meta?" 

"This gentleman/' she replied, pointing to 
Frampton, "is lord of the manor, and it seems to 
be his wish that you should stay." 

So it was arranged between them. Frampton 
behaving like a boisterous schoolboy at the prospect 
■of a day's pleasure. Meta retired as soon as the 
Harburns left ; but not before Frampton had come 
up to her and whispered, 

" Thank you, my own Meta, I knew you would 
agree with me." 

The intensity of her anger alone kept her from 
flinging the candlestick in his face, — she almost 
crushed the delicate Venetian glass in her passion. 

" Did I not tell you to do your worst, Judas ?" 

"Are you in earnest? Remember I will be no 
longer fooled by you." 

" I have never fooled you, idiot ; from the very 
first 1 despised you." 

Gathering her ample skirts, she swept off. . That 
night he and Urania had a longer talk than usual ; 
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they were both useful to each other, he paid 
her well for spying and retailing all she gleaned 
through key-holes ; certainly she was worthy of her 
hire. 

Christmas Eve, and Meta held to her resolution ; 
nothing, she said, would tempt her to leave the 
house. Charlie had been feeling poorly and was in 
two minds whether to go or stay; Mr. Prampton 
also complained of a burning sensation in his throat, 
but made light of it, and at last induced the young 
men to accompany him. 

Meta had been busy packing all the day, doing 
the work herself and scorning the proffered as- 
sistance of Urania, who came to her repeatedly with 
messages from Mr. Frampton. Poor Leila was list- 
less and weary, going about like one bereft of un- 
derstanding, and unable to assist Meta. Mrs. 
Wynton accepted the offer of the spinster's home 
until the affairs of Gerald were put into some satis- 
factory state ; Meta had determined on going out as 
a governess, either abroad or at home, which ever 
offered first. 

" I could not be dependent on aunt, Pd rather do 
almost anything than that — act, sing, teach, or — no 
matter what else." 

She was still up when the gentlemen re- 
turned from the ball. Charlie was allotted a room 
next to hers, and Alic one opposite; she heard 
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them as they ascended, and Alic's parting 
words, 

"You'll be all right, old fellow, in the morn- 

• 33 

mg." 

" Was he ill?" she asked herself; ail right in the 
morning — it was long after four o'clock, she had 
watched the hands travel slowly round for hours : 
where would they be next Christmas ? Alone, with- 
out a mother, and perhaps no money ; ah, it was a 
sad Christmas and a sad future ! 

She fell into an uneasy slumber at last, from 
which she suddenly started, looking around her 
affrighted, half expecting to see some white-clad 
vision at her bedside with bony skeleton hand; 
some creature of her own heated imagination. But 
she saw nothing but the night-light burning steadily, 
and casting the same weird shadows in the distant 
corners. She consulted her watch; it was half- 
past six. Hark ! Was that a groan she heard ? A 
smothered kind of groan, like one battling for life in 
the grasp of death. Fairly roused, she slipped from 
the bed and listened, every nerve, every fibre in her 
frame vibrating in fearful anxiety and dread. It must 
have been fancy — mere fancy — nothing broke the 
stillness save the mournful sighing of the night 
wind. Oh ! for the friendly chatter of the sparrows 
under her window, and the distant voice of chan- 
ticleer; any of these familiar sounds, how welcome 
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Hiey would be ! But strain her small ear as she 
would, there came no sound to them; once she 
fancied she heard a stealthy tread in the passage ; 
but she was nervous, and her brain played her tricks. 
She went back into bed, and fell asleep again at 
last. 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 

COMMITTED FOR TRIAL. 

The sun was shining brightly when she woke the* 
second time, and the dread feelings of the night in 
a measure passed with the security of daylight 
and the busy stir of life in the house. It would 
have been a happy Christmas morning could she 
have blotted Villiers Prampton from her memory 
and the wrongdoing of her father, A few months 
ago how different her lot seemed to what it was 
now ! She must work amongst strangers for her 
support, and assume manners suited to her position. 
Her pride would have to be buried with her past 
ife, and the free exercise of her power of repartee 
must no longer be indulged in. Such things 
were not in the list of a governess's require- 
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ments Thenceforth she would be a teaching- 
machine, or a reading-machine ; perhaps she might- 
find an engagement as travelling companion and 
interpreter to a lady or family about to visit the 
Continent ; her knowledge of modern languages- 
would fit her for such an occupation, and she would 
like it better, as there would be more excitement ; 
more of life altogether in the undertaking. A 
thought struck her, — she would apply to her old 
schoolmistress at Paris, whose connection was very 
large and varied; she would doubtless know of 
something likely to suit. 

These thoughts occupied her while dressing. 
Crossing the passage she knocked at her mother's- 
door ; Urania partly opened it and made a sign to 
her that her mother was asleep. Turning away she 
descended to the breakfast-room, and found her 
aunt and Leila already in possession; none of the 
late revellers had made their appearance. 

€t There is no use in waiting, Morris will be sure 
to have a hot relay when they come down," said 
Meta. 

Thus admonished, Miss Reddington prepared to- 
do justice to the Christmas breakfast. Leila waa 
playing idly with her knife, looking pale and sad * y 
she had been evidently crying, judging by the dark 
purple circles round her delicate eyelids. 

" Mamma had a very bad night, we all think her 
worse/' she said, addressing Meta. 
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"I don't Bee how she can get better in this 
polluted atmosphere; once away from the hated 
sight of the bailiff, she'll pick up again." 

" Just what I say," replied the aunt, with her 
mouth full of game pie, "two more days of iny 
lord's society, and then for freedom." 

Mr. Frampton here entered, looking very white 
and disturbed ; going over to the aunt he asked her 
to allow him five minutes' conversation. 

" Is there anything the matter ?" asked Meta. 

" You need not distress yourself," with a stress on 
the pronoun. 

" Perhaps mamma is worse," said Leila starting 
up. 

" It has no reference to your mother whatever," 
leaving the room with the aunt. 

"The pig grows more polite daily," remarked 
Meta. 

Five minutes afterwards Miss Reddington burst 
into the room with her eyes starting from her head, 
^nd the usual sallow complexion changed to a 
pea-green. 

" There's been murder !" she gasped out, clutch- 
ing the back of a chair to keep herself from falling; 
*' cruel, cruel murder." 

" Aunt," gasped the girls, " tell us what you 
mean." 

"The curse of God is on the house, Charles 
Harburn has been poisoned.' 



i) 
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"Oh, God save us !" moaned the two girls, cling- 
ing to each other ; " poisoned 7 he was well yester- 
day." 

"No, he complained of feeling ill, and now — " 

The thought was too much, and the three women 
fell to bitter weeping. 

Alic Carston came in with a horror-struck face. 

" It is fearful, so sudden, so suspicious ; there will 
he an inquest/' in a low voice; "and I pity you 
from mv heart." 

"Has his mother been informed?" asked Meta, 
dashing the tears from her eyes. 

"Frampton has gone; he asked me, but I am 
too shaken," he looked with manly pity on the 
girls. 

" Can you throw any light on the fearful subject, 
Mr. Carston ?" 

" Oh ! Miss Reddington, what can I say ? The 
poor fellow has been treacherously murdered under 
this roof, where he expected kindness and sincerity." 

Leila's white lips could not frame the ugly word 
" Murder." 

"It will kill mamma/' she whispered; "this 
dreadful thing happening in the same house," 
shuddering. 

Alic took her hand and pressing it, said, 

" Be assured of my warm sympathy ; God knows 
my heart is torn for you all, and for his mother." 



140 For Beauty } s Sake. 

"Did he suffer much, think you?" asked Miss 
Keddington, in a choked voice. 

"Terribly, his knees are drawn up to his chin, 
and his hands clenched till the nails entered the 
flesh." 

Leila covered her face and sobbed audibly, while 
Meta felt sick and faint ; that groan she had heard 
must have been his dying groan; would she ever 
lose memory on this one particular thing, this 
tragedy ? 

" Who, or what drove him to so fearful a resort V* 
she asked. 

"Miss Meta, it was not his doing; he has been 
murdered, foully murdered, and God grant whoever 
did it may be brought to punishment." 

As he spoke the hall door grated on its hinges, 
admitting the heart-broken mother and her com- 
panion. Almost at the same time the doctor 
arrived, and the three went straight to the scene 
of the tragedy. 

Yes, he was quite dead ; the face was dark and 
distorted, the lips drawn back and the hands 
clenched. It must have been a fearful struggle. 
He had been dead four hours ; so said the doctor. 
Some powerful poison had robbed him of his young, 
hopeful life ; swiftly, cruelly, and surely. Only too 
well had it done its work ; and the question was, by 
whose hand was it administered ? 
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" No, the body could not be removed/' he told 
the weeping mother, " not till after the investigation. 
Foul work had been done, and it was their duty 
to make searching inquiry/' 

Alio had crept up and knelt unperceived beside 
the mother of the friend he was warmly attached 
to; not till she was about leaving did she notice 
him. 

" My boy, my boy, who has murdered my child V 
wringing her hands, while the tears streamed down 
her face. 

" God hears your cry, dear Mrs. Harburn, he will 
not suffer the poisoner to go unpunished." 

"Alic, he loved you, swear to do all in your 
power to track his murderer and bring him to 
justice/' 

" I will, I swear to do it," kissing her shaking 
hand. 

Urania was outside, " Would madame not see the 
ladies ? They were sore distressed." 

But she waved her haughtily back, "Let them 
give me back my son ; what have I done to be so 
punished. Oh, my God I" 

At the sight of her agony Urania slunk away, and 
Alic's strong arm assislifed the bereaved mother 
down the stairs. The news sped fast through the 
little town, and groups of people gathered under 
the windows with a morbid curiosity to see the 
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house wherein the deed was done. All the blinds 
were down, and not a trace of the unhappy family 
gratified the eager crowd. The police had paid 
their visit and made what inquiries they could, but 
without throwing any light on the subject of 
deceased's death. Orders were given that none of 
the inmates were to leave till after the inquest, they 
must be present to state what they knew of the 
unhappy circumstances. 

It had been circulated that Meta intended leaving, 
that she had spent most of the night in completing 
her arrangements. This piece of gratuitous news 
Urania carelessly gave the police, and it impressed 
them most unfavourably. A shout was raised by 
the crowd directly they came on the scene ; words- 
full of dire fatality to Meta's reputation were freely 
given vent to. The hoarse clamour reached the 
trembling inmates, and the poor invalid raised her- 
self up in the bed to know the meaning ; crawling 
over to the window (for she felt weaker than usual), 
she looked out. What meant the threatening aspect 
of the assembled crowd of ruffianly looking men and 
women? They saw her white face pressed to the 
glass, and, mistaking it for Meta's, shouted insult- 
ingly, waved their arms above their heads, and 
hurled abusive language on the whole family* 
Faint and terrified she sank on the floor. What had 
Meta done ? What meant the crowd beneath their 
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windows ? Dragging her weary body across the- 
room she reached the bell, rang it, and fell fainting 
on the hearth-rag. Urania, with her face schooled 
into a new expression, hurried to her assistance; 
lifting her back into bed with the greatest ease, she 
applied restoratives, smiling to herself as the dull 
sound of distant voices reached her. 

" Things look ugly for mademoiselle," she mut- 
tered ; st Monsieur Frampton has his revenge " 

The expression on her face as she thought this 
was simply diabolical; Mrs. Wynton moving slightly, 
brought her to herself, and with well-assumed 
anxiety she chafed the hands and temples with eau 
de Cologne, saying in cooing accents, " Pauvre 
madame." 

"Send Leila here, I want Leila," came the 
whispered entreaty. 

Immediately complying with her request, Leila 
came; but, ah, how altered! Where were her 
beautiful eyes ? disfigured by weeping and worn 
with terror of the last few hours. The hoarse cry for 
vengeance surging up from that motley group, their 
own miseries and her mother's condition, these made 
inroads on her delicate beauty, and drove her almost 
to the verge of madness. Falling on her knees 
beside her mother's bed, she told her of the fresh 
trial that had come upon them, and their inability 
to struggle against the cruel fate which was over- 
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shadowing their lives with never-to-be-forgotten 
gloom. This was the last drop in the bitter cup 
already overflowing; the last portion for her to 
drink. The inquest was held in the afternoon of 
the 26th on the body of Charlie Harburn, Mr. 
Wynton had arrived in time, also by the same train 
a legal friend of Mrs. Harburn; Mr. Liall, the 
coroner, opened the inquest. 

The jury having viewed the body of deceased, the 
valet was called, who deposed that having taken 
deceased's bath to his room at ten o'clock on Christ- 
mas morning as ordered, and receiving no answer to 
his knock, he had entered the room, the door being 
unfastened. To his horror he had found the poor 
gentleman dead on the bed, with terribly distorted 
face, clenched hands, and his knees drawn up to his 
chin; he had at once run to Mr. Prampton's room 
to give the alarm, then to Mr. Carston's room; he was 
terribly frightened ; he never knew the gentlemen 
to have differences, they all seemed on the most 
friendly terms. 

The butler Morris was the next witness. He 
stated that he had admitted the gentlemen to the 
house after the ball, a little after four o'clock on 
Christmas morning. They went into the dining- 
room. Mr. Frampton desired him to bring the 
ingredients for a tumbler of lemonade, which he 
said he wanted to mix for Mr. Harburn in a foreign 
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style. He did so. The deceased and Mr. Carston 
were at the time at the other end of the room talk- 
ing, whilst Mr. Frampton was mixing the lemonade; 
being told that there was nothing more required 
for the night, and feeling very tired, he went to 
bed. 

Alio Carston next came forward, and stated in 
simple language the little he knew of the circum- 
stances of his friend's death. Had seen deceased 
alive last on Christmas morning, a little after four 
o'clock, when they all returned from the ball; 
deceased had complained of sharp pains and of a 
burning in his throat shortly after luncheon, also of 
great thirst. On their return home Mr. Frampton 
had mixed a tumbler of lemonade for deceased, 
saying it would relieve him; they then had sepa- 
rated for the night, and he had seen or heard no- 
thing more of deceased till about ten o'clock in the 
morning, when the valet had roused him from a 
deep sleep to tell him the sad news of Mr. Har- 
burn's death. 

Mr. Frampton was the next witness. He also 
was a visitor at the mansion, and an old friend of 
the host, who had asked him to act for him in his 
absence, entertain his friends, and make himself at 
home. He had noticed deceased looking ill for 
some little time past; he himself had experienced the 
same symptoms complained of by deceased, but in a 
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milder form; he had a suspicion that some deleterious 
substance must, in some unaccountable manner, have 
got into the articles of consumption he and deceased 
had partaken of. It was directly after meals that he 
felt the disagreeable symptoms spoken of. He had 
mixed deceased a tumbler of lemonade on Christmas 
morning, after their return from the ball ; deceased 
had drunk part of it, and taken the remainder with 
him into his bed-room; this was the last he had 
beheld of deceased alive. On Christmas morning, 
a little after ten o'clock, the valet had rushed into 
his room like one demented, and told him that Mr. 
Harburn was lying dead on his bed. He had never 
had a quarrel with deceased; not even the least 
little difference ; he liked him too much to quarrel 
with him. He had given him a most cordial and 
pressing invitation to visit him at his own country 
seat. He had not the least idea who could possibly 
have borne enmity to deceased ; deceased was loved 
by all who knew him. 

Mr. Wynton was then called. He. spoke of the 
friendship which existed between his own family 
and the Harburns ; he said he was seldom at home, 
as his business called him frequently to London. 
He had been at luncheon with deceased on the day 
of the ball, Christmas Eve, when deceased seemed 
to be in his usual health ; there seemed to be nothing 
the matter with him then ; he (witness) noticed how 
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freely and heartily deceased partook of oysters 
on the occasion. Beyond this he could state 
nothing. 

It would now have been the physician's turn to 
give his evidence, who had made the post-mortem 
examination. But the coroner decided to hear the 
other inmates of the house first. Urania was, 
accordingly, called upon to state what she knew of 
the affair. 

The Frenchwoman seemed quite overcome with 
grief, she trembled visibly, and asked repeatedly 
permission to sit down. She had been in the family 
of the Wyntons three years, she stated; she had 
come over with them from Paris. She knew the 
deceased gentleman very well (here she wept co- 
piously) ; he was most intimate with the family; he 
admired the young ladies, more particularly the 
youngest. He had himself told witness so. The 
day of the skating party witness had walked with 
him a little way at his earnest request; he had 
given her a little present on the occasion, it being 
so near Christmas, and he had talked freely to her 
of his intention to ask the youngest Miss Wynton, 
Miss Leila, to marry him; witness had, upon this, 
advised him not to do so, as she knew his affection 
was not returned in that quarter. Deceased had 
then told her, he was quite aware that there was an 
obstacle in the way of his love suit to the younger 

l2 
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sister, as the eldest Miss Wynton, Miss Meta, was 
fond of him, and was jealous of his admiration for 
her younger sister. Witness was quite ignorant of 
this herself, but deceased certainly had told her so ; 
she knew nothing further. She felt very faint; 
would the gentlemen kindly permit her to sit 
down. 

Miss Meta Wynton was called next. The coroner 
told the young lady, in the most delicate manner, 
that, as her name had somehow got mixed up with 
the calamitous affair, he deemed it his duty to 
caution her that there might be a remote contin- 
gency that the evidence she was about to give 
might be used against her. The poor girl hardly 
understood what this caution could possibly mean ; 
still she was greatly terrified, and trembled with 
emotion. The beauty of her anxious face enlisted 
the sympathy of the beholders, save Mr. Sismann, 
the legal gentleman who attended to watch the case 
on behalf of the bereaved mother. This gentleman 
had come to the inquest with his mind prejudiced 
against the unfortunate young lady by mysterious 
hints and rumours, and having in his career seen 
much of the dark side of human nature, he saw in 
her trembling and shrinking, in the quivering lips 
and the dilated eyes, so many signs of conscious 
guilt. Poor Meta knew not this ; with a powerful 
effort, and flinging a glance of haughty scorn across 
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at Villiers Frampton, she firmly, though in low 
accents, answered the questions put to her. She 
had never entertained any but the most sisterly 
feelings for the deceased ; she knew that he admired 
and loved her sister. It was false that she was 
jealous of his affection for her sister, or annoyed at 
it; far from it, she would have felt happy if her 
sister had accepted him. They were all to have 
gone to the ball together; but unforeseen circum- 
stances had prevented them — circumstances which 
had no connection whatever with deceased; they 
related to her father and his liabilities. She was 
asked whether she knew of any malicious enemy, 
whose ill-will the deceased might have incurred. 
She knew of none such ; deceased was a noble, 
frank, and kind-hearted young man, whom every- 
body liked and esteemed. Here she was overcome 
by her feelings, and burst out into loud sobs, an 
additional proof of conscious guilt to the lawyer's 
cobwebbed mind ! 

Leila was then called. It was pitiable to witness 
the distress of the poor girl. Did she know aught 
of how deceased came by his untimely and terrible 
death ? No, nothing ; she had seen him the morn- 
ing of the day of the ball, when he looked much in 
his usual health and spirits. Deceased was of a 
most cheerful and hopeful disposition. It was true 
he had asked her the day before to marry him ; she 
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had declined his offer. Her refusal had in no way 
affected his spirits, save perhaps that he might have 
felt a little disappointed. She had heard the mad 
ravings of the mob, and her sister's name mixed up 
freely in the calamitous affair ; but she felt as Sure 
of her sister's perfect innocence as she was of her 
own existence; it was shameful to mention her 
sister's name in connection with the melancholy 
death of the deceased gentleman. This was all she 
could tell the gentlemen of the jury; she knew 
nothing more. 

Miss Reddington, who was struggling in vain to 
keep down her indignation at the dark insinuations 
against Meta, now rose, gaunt and stately, to volun- 
teer to the jury a full statement of the cowardly 
threats uttered by Mr. Frampton against her niece 
because she had declined favouring his suit. She 
also told the jury of the ruin impending over the 
family on account of this man, and that, before the 
fearful calamity had happened, they had all of 
them fully resolved upon moving into Yorkshire, to 
be rid of the hateful presence of their exacting 
creditor Frampton. 

The coroner felt it incumbent upon him to inter- 
rupt the good lady in her fierce invective against 
Villiers Frampton, and to point out to her, most 
courteously, that these matters did not seem quite 
relevant to the inquiry; so Miss Eeddington sat 
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down, her bosom heaving with irrepressible indig- 
nation. 

The coroner now called upon Doctor Lovedon to 
state to the jury what had, in his opinion, caused 
the sadden death of the deceased gentleman. The 
doctor stated, with professional brevity and clear- 
ness, that when he was called in he found deceased 
quite dead, with distorted features, clenched hands, 
knees drawn up to the chin, and other indications 
pointing to some violent poison as the cause of 
death. From the appearance of the body it was 
clear that deceased had been dead about four 
hours. Strychnine presented itself at once to 
his mind as the poison which had caused deceased's' 
death* Witness had made a post-mortem examina- 
tion of the body, and a chemical analysis of the con- 
tents of the stomach ; he had also carefully examined 
and subjected to a searching analysis the liver and 
other viscera ; the result had more than amply con* 
firmed the correctness of his first impression. The 
organs of the body were in a state of perfect sound- 
ness; there was no disease whatever; death was 
caused by poison alone — by strychnine, of which 
chemical analysis had revealed the presence in the 
contents of the stomach, etc., of a quantity more than 
three times sufficient to account for deceased's death. 
Superintendent McSwilly,' of the County Constabu, 
lary, had handed to him a small white paper packet- 
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and a tumbler with about a liqueur glassful of liquid 
in it ; he had analysed the contents of the packet, 
which he had found to consist of strychnine ; he had 
also analysed the liquid in the tumbler, which 
seemed to be lemonade; there Was nothing whatever 
deleterious in it. The contents of the tumbler had 
nothing to do with the cause of death, which was 
simply strychnine. 

Superintendent McSwilly, of the County Consta- 
bulary, deposed to having been called to the house 
on Christmas morning. Had seen the body lying 
on the bed in the same state in which the valet (the 
first witness) had found it. Had carefully examined 
everything in the room ; had found no strychnine or 
any other poison in the room : had found a tumbler 
on the night-table, with a small remnant of liquid in 
it, which he had handed to Dr. Lovedon. Hearing 
some suspicious rumour about one of the Miss 
Wyntons in connection with the sad affair, he 
determined to search her room. In company with 
Constables Wilson and Jessop he went to the elder 
Miss Wynton's (Miss Meta's) room, the young lady 
being absent at the time at her mother's sick bed, 
as he had previously ascertained; in Miss Meta 
Wynton's desk he found in a secret drawer a small 
white paper parcel, which he handed to Dr. Lovedon. 
The secret drawer was ingeniously concealed, but 
not sufficiently so to baffle an acute officer ; this was 
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the same small white paper parcel which Dr. 
Lovedon had found to contain a quantity of strych- 
nine. 

This evidence created intense sensation in court. 
The coroner looked grave ; the members of the 
jury were evidently much impressed; Mr. Sismann 
leaned back in his chair with a self-satisfied air, 
fixing his cold piercing eyes steadily upon poor 
Meta, who, in a loud, clear voice, free from all 
trepidation, denied ever having had any such 
packet in her possession, or even having known 
of the existence of a secret drawer in the desk in 
her room. Miss Reddington, with a shrill scream, 
fell down in a hysteric fit, and had to be removed 
from the room. Poor Leila swooned, and was 
carried out of court by Alic Carston; Urania 
turned livid, she seemed to wish to say something, 
but a warning glance from Villiers Frampton 
restrained her. Mr. Wynton ground his strong, 
white teeth, but uttered not a sound. 

The superintendent's evidence was fully corrobo- 
rated by that of Constables Wilson and Jessop. 

The coroner told Mr. Superintendent McSwilly 
that he must express his regret that that zealous 
and acute officer had taken upon himself to search 
Miss Wynton's room in the absence of that young 
lady; decidedly she ought to have been present, 
and made acquainted with the object of the search. 
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He asked McSwilly whether the desk was open or 
locked. Open said the officer; the secret drawer 
opened and shut with a spring, connected with a 
small brass knob in the npper part of the desk. 
There were some twenty of these knobs ; he had 
acutely surmised that they were there for some 
other purpose than mere ornamentation ; so he had 
succeeded in the end in finding out the secret drawer, 
and discovering the suspicious packet hidden away 
therein, (If Mr. Superintendent had told the whole 
truth, he would have informed the coroner and the 
jury that it was Miss Urania who had given him all 
the information about the secret drawer and the 
brass knob in the top of the desk; but such an 
admission might have tended to diminish the re- 
nown of the acute officer's acuteness.) 

Alic Garston just then returned into court; he 
whispered to Meta that her sister wanted her. Poor 
Meta was hastily leaving when she was stopped by 
the coroner, who gravely told her that although the' 
officers of police had not acted according to the 
strict rules of law in searching her room and desk in 
her absence, yet their irregularity could not destroy 
the value of the evidence given by them as to the 
finding of a packet of poison in an article of furni- 
ture in her possession and use ; he felt very sorry 
and acutely grieved, indeed, but his duty as coroner 
compelled him to invite Miss Meta Wynton to: 
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remain in court until the jury should have arrived 
at their finding. 

- Poor Meta sank back in her chair, with a haggard 
look of mazed wonder and undefined dread on her 
beauteous face, now deadly pale. 

Mr. Sismann rose, claiming the coroner's permis- 
sion to address a few words to the jury on behalf of 
the bereaved mother. Permission being granted, 
the legal luminary made a short touching appeal to 
the jury to consider the agonised suffering of the 
unhappy mother of the noblest and best son, basely 
murdered, as appeared but too clear from the 
evidence, by the woman whom he had disdained 
to love, having fixed his affections upon the younger 
sister, and to sternly subdue their natural sym- 
pathies for one so young and so beautiful as Meta 
Wynton, and send her, by their verdict, before 
another tribunal where the question of her guilt or 
her innocence would be fairly tried. 

The coroner briefly recapitulated the several heads 
of evidence before the jury. He explained to the 
jury the law of homicide, manslaughter, and wilful 
murder. He told them that the evidence against 
Meta Wynton was by no means conclusive; still 
there might seem to them enough to establish a 
prima facie case of suspicion against her, and to 
justify them, in their own conviction, in finding a 
verdict that would refer the final decision of the 
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case to another jury. He would leave the matter 
now entirely in their own hands. . 

The jury had a short consultation among them- 
selves. To poor Meta, in her agony of dread 
suspense, the time seemed an age* At last the 
foreman handed their finding to the coroner. It 
was wilful murder against Meta Wynton ! 

The unfortunate girl uttered a piercing shriek, 
which rang through the house, startling her poor 
mother in her sick-room. Her father, who ought to 
have stood by her in this supreme trial, held aloof from 
her. This cold egotist felt, indeed, the intensest vexa- 
tion at the unexpected turn the affair had taken ; but 
it was not so much for his unhappy child that he 
cared; he simply dreaded how his personal interests 
would be injuriously affected. Villi** Prampton 
passed a delicately-scented handkerchief over his 
white face when the verdict was read out ; but he 
refrained from looking in the direction of the victim 
of his villainous wiles. Alic Carston hid his face in 
his sunburnt hands, and tried in vain to think it all a 
hideous dream. The coroner made out his warrant ; 
and Meta Wynton was handed to the custody of 
Mr. Superintendent McSwilly, to be sent to the 
county jail, there to await her trial at the next 
assizes. 

The lawn before the house was crowded by the 
mob, impatiently waiting for the result of the 
inquest. 
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- But a short time was allowed the unfortunate 
Meta to prepare for her incarceration. The parting 
with her mother she knew would be a final one ; the 
sunken eyes and drawn face told her plainly she was 
dying. Mechanically she took her seat in the 
carriage, and was driven to the station en route for 
the county jail. 

Villiers Frampton prowled about the house from 
one room to another, after the departure of Meta, 
with a white face and uneven gait; he had paid 
many visits that day to the sideboard, whereon were 
numerous stimulants for the downhearted. Urania 
came repeatedly to interrupt his not very gratifying 
thoughts ; sometimes clasping her hands as if be- 
seeching him to grant her some request, and some- 
times with threatening aspect and angry visage. 
He heeded her but little ; what signified her moods 
to him ? Had he not paid her well for her services, 
(with a deep curse), what more did she require? 
Bah ! women were all alike — never satisfied ; she had 
no reason to complain, their compact had not been 
broken. Then he thought of Meta in a felon's cell; 
thought of her young rich beauty and her taunting 
scornful words, how they had eaten into his vicious 
heart; nearly driving him mad. How well he 
remembered the night her father had shown him her 
likeness, saying, " If you like she shall be yours.'* 
He could even feel his heart leap now as it had done 
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then ; and she was farther off than ever from him J 
away in a lonesome prison! Would time ever 
obliterate the glazed staring eyes and distorted 
features of the dead he had unwillingly gazed on ? 
His knees smote each other as he dwelt on the 
mother's agony, and the uncomplaining presence of 
the murdered man. What if he had risen up, 
endowed with returning life, and pointed to his 
murderer ? But — no— he need have no such fears ; 
the poison had been too deadly, and his devilish plot 
to fix suspicion on Meta too cunningly concocted to 
cause him any fear. Would they condemn her? 
He most see her once-see with his own eyes how 
she bore her disgrace. It would fill up the one 
remaining page in his revengeful life. When his 
insolvent friend left, he would pay her a visit. It 
was nice to think that her father had no means of 
providing counsel for her defence : unless the gor- 
gon aunt came forward with her purse, they were 
without funds. People, to their cost, had found 
before how dangerous it was to indulge in freedom 
of speech against him; he smiled grimly as he 
recounted, in his own mind, the glorious revenge he 
had had on so many occasions. This last one, 
though, was not so sweet as he had fancied ; she had 
not crawled on her knees yet, crying for mercy. 
Perhaps it would come in time. He would wait. A 
heavy, tramping noise overhead disturbed him; it 
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was only the moving of the body to the bereaved 
mother's house, escorted by Alio and Mr. Sismann. 
The house was desolate enough, ho tastefully- 
dressed Meta trailing her handsome robes along, 
sometimes brushing him as she swept past. He 
wished she was present then. 



CHAPTEE IX. 

STILL OBDURATE. 

Happily for Meta, the governor of the county jail 
was a most humane man, and his wife a kind-hearted 
woman. The chaplain was a true minister of the 
gospel of Christ. The female warder, who was 
specially selected to attend on her, was a mother, 
with children of her own, who could feel for the 
poor child, in whose innocence she firmly believed 
from the first moment she had looked into her clear 
eyes. Her beauty, and the calm resignation, and 
uncomplaining manner that had succeeded the first 
burst of indignation at the horrible accusation so 
unjustly made against her, impressed another im- 
portant personage in her favour — the visiting justice; 
an honest, bluff old country squire, who soundly 
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declared, after his first interview with her, that he 
.would undertake to be bail for the accused girl's 
innocence of the foul charge, and that the coroner 
and jury, who had returned the verdict against her, 
were a parcel of arrant muffs, who ought to be 
thoroughly ashamed of themselves. Under these 
circumstances, with every one in office around her 
favourably disposed to her, her prison life was con- 
siderably lightened of its worst features. Every 
indulgence was granted to her; as an untried 
prisoner, she was allowed to procure her own meals. 
On the da J- of the bitter parting, Leila had pressed 
her purse upon her, which she had then mechanically 
put into her pocket, not anticipating how useful the 
money would prove to her. There was barely the 
least restraint placed upon her communications with 
her family and friends, who were freely allowed to 
visit her; the governor's wife had a nice easy arm- 
chair placed in her cell, and the good chaplain 
supplied her with books and an unhmited amount 
of -stationery, which served to beguile many a 
tedious hour of the dreadful time intervening be- 
tween her committal and her trial. She corre- 
sponded most actively with Leila; from her she 
learned that her mother was in a hopeless state; 
that they had removed from hated Langton, and 
were domiciled with their aunt, who was going to 
defray the expenses of her trial; also, that her 
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father was living with the author of their misery, at 
Frampton, and Urania had returned, after a week's 
absence, saying she could not procure another 
situation, and begging to be allowed to remain 
until after the trial; of Mrs. Karburn she heard 
nothing, she had tried to see her before leaving, but 
was denied admittance, and all her little notes of 
condolence were returned. If her mother's health 
could, by any possible manner of means, be restored, 
or even slightly improved, she would travel down to 
visit her, but at present she could not be spared. 
Ending her letter with a firm conviction of her in- 
nocence, she signed herself still her unchanged and 
loving sister. 

Meta was seated in her easy-chair one day, with a 
warm scarlet shawl thrown over her shoulders, her 
hands lying idly in her lap, and her thoughts on the 
never absent subject — her own misfortunes, when 
the door opened with its usual creaking noise, and 
Villiers Frampton was admitted. Springing to her 
feet, all the blood in her body rushing over cheeks 
and temples, and her heart beating wildly, she 
flashed upon him her most scornful look, withering 
in its speaking contempt. 

" What brings you here ? Have you come to feast 
your wicked eyes on the misery you have brought 
upon me?" 

"II" he stammered. 
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"Yes, even you; had it not been your doing, I 
should now be free, and my name unsullied/' 

"You are labouring under some hallucination; I 
have done you no wrong. Believe me, my coming 
here to-day was to offer you all the assistance in my 
power," gazing with greedy eyes on her splendid 
beauty. 

" Assistance from you? Pd sooner die on the 
scaffold than accept any favour at your blood- 
stained hands." 

For a moment he felt as if some vice grasped his 
heart in its iron pressure, his brain seemed on fire 
at her scoffing words. 

"Once I told you to beware, Meta Wynton ; shall 
I have to repeat the lesson again ?" glowering upon 
her. 

"You know in your vile heart who the guilty 
person is ; you know how innocent I am ; if you have 
a spark of manly feeling, why allow a woman to 
suffer for the guilty ? an innocent woman, Villiers 
Frampton, as there is a God above." 

"You were found guilty ; what have I to do with 
either your innocence or your guilt?" in a husky 
voice. 

" Do you think I could lift my hand against the 
life of a fellow-creature," her large beautiful eyes 
swimming in tears, as the image of the poor dead 
man came before her; holding out her hand, — "this 
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little, puny hand was never raised, save in kindness ;. 
never did harm in this world, Villiers Frampton, 
and you know it, deep in your heart, not entirely 
shut to the wrongs of the innocent. I see by the 
workings of your face, you believe me.'' 

He was softened, her gentle, tearful tones smote 
him more than she guessed, and in his heart there- 
was a fearful struggle. 

"Meta, why did you always treat me with so- 
much unconcealed scorn ?" 

" I never liked you, there was always a something 
in your manner I could not like. Instinct from the 
first told me to beware of you." 

" I can save you now," he whispered in Italian y 
" promise but to be mine when once clear of these- 
prison walls, and to-morrow you shall be miles from 
this." 

His face was flushed as he bent his head to catch 
her answer. The offer of freedom for one second 
tempted her, but her instinctive distrust of the man r 
and the dread lest his proffered help should be 
simply intended to plunge her into still deeper 
misery, made her soon overcome her temporary 
weakness, and she replied calmly, 

" I have no need to escape ; my innocence must 
be proved sooner or later, and that door thrown? 
open never to close on me again/' She had drawn, 
her figure up to its full height, and looked upon 
him with unwavering, unflinching eyes. 
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"Then you decline my offer V 

" Yes ; were you to ask me every day, so long as 






life was left me, Pd answer the same. J 

"Tour father can still be saved, and by me. ; 

" I have no father ; the tie is broken, from hence- 
forth I must stand or fall alone/' 

"Meta, you must listen to me; do you know the 
terrible fate awaiting you ? Why not avoid it by 
•complying with my request? I have two trusty 
friends willing to help me, and the man here is not 
-above a handsome bribe. I will make his place, 
should he lose it, three times what it is worth now; 
.speak ere it is too late ; say but the simple word, and 
I devote myself to you for life." 

€t I tell you again, Villiers Frampton, it is impos- 
sible. Under no circumstances could I become 
^our wife." 

Then as the warder put his head in at the door, 
-as a signal his time was up, Villiers took his leave, 
bowing low before the woman he loved and 
wronged. 

Beddington Manor did not look by any means an 
inviting or desirable residence, situated as it was in 
the wilds of a bleak country district, away from 
human habitation, and standing gaunt and bare, 
devoid of beauty, like its owner. Still, when the 
sun shone upon it, and the trees assumed their 
verdant dress, when lambs frisked in the meadows, 
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and birds trilled their melodious songs, it was a 
different place, and pleasant to the eye ; but now, 
with frozen ground, leafless trees, and sterile look, 
icicles hanging from skeleton boughs, and a deep 
gloom pervading the neighbourhood, it caused one 
to shudder and thank God it was not one's lot to 
have to dwell therein. Up in one of the rooms 
facing the avenue lay Mrs. Wynton ; Leila was at 
her side reading, and the aunt, more gaunt than 
ever, was bending her long back over a little pat of 
jelly, out of which she was taking a portion for the 
dying sister-in-law. 

"I know I shall never live to see Meta again;: 
never live to hear the result of the trial, which God 
in his mercy grant may end in her favour ; she is 
innocent, the child is innocent." 

" Don't excite yourself; the doctor said you were 
to be kept quiet/' said the practical aunt. 

"When one has but a short time, Catherine^ 
and much to say, the doctor's orders go for no- 
thing." 

Leila kissed her poor hand in silence, fearing to 
disturb her thoughts by speaking. 

"You are better to-day, and I am in hopes of 
your continuing so," came the aunt's voice again. 

" Ah ! no ; do not deceive yourself, good Catherine, 
the time will soon be here for me to go." 

" It's a wonder to me you stayed so long with Bay 
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worthless brother; I'd like to see him in prison, that 
I would/' with much asperity. 

A painful flush dyed the face of the invalid as the 
word ' prison ' escaped Miss Reddington, and the 
tears fell from her weary eyes as she thought of 
Meta — a prisoner. 

" Child, I want to see Urania before my strength 
totally fails ; another day, and it may be too late." 

€t You will only tire yourself, darling, wait a little 
longer/' Leila said in coaxing tones. 

" No, to-day ; now." 

" Take this before you enter into a wordy inter- 
view with that most worthless young woman/ 1 said 
the aunt, advancing with the jelly. 

Obedient as a child she forced herself to swallow 
it, although she knew it was of little use. 

"You will leave me quite alone with her for a 
little ?" she asked, looking up in the hard face of 
her husband's sister. 

"It must be for a very little, you know it will 
only make you worse." 

Urania came in with downcast eyes and penitent 
look, she had ever received kindness and extreme 
gentleness from the much-wronged wife of Gerald 
Wynton, and her heart smote her for all the double 
dealings she had been guilty of. Waiting till she 
was left quite alone with Urania before she spoke, 
Mrs. Wynton noticed how the girl's colour came 



i68 For Beauty] s Sake. 

and went, and the look of real distress on her 
face. 

" Urania, come here, close. I must say what has 
been on my mind before I go hence ; mayhap to- 
morrow I shall be in that unknown world,'' takiiig 
her hand, " and I would not go without asking you 
as you hope for pardon, from Him above, for all 
your wrong-doings, to answer me one question, 
knowing that God above hears and sees you." 

The little, dressy maid was trembling, and the 
long curl halfway down her back was in a state of 
agitation. 

" I will answer truly, madame." 

" You know Meta is innocent ; when you go to 
the court will you swear the truth — all you know of 
that terrible death, for the sake of justice and a 
dying woman's prayer ?" 

" She is innocent," exclaimed Urania with clasped 
hands. " I know it, but more I dare not say; my life 
would be taken did I swear all the truth." 

" As you hope for salvation, let nothing deter you; 
promise me, Urania ?" she still held a feverish hold 
of the girl's hand, and now in her anxiety the fingers 
tightened and closed like the grasp of a drowning 
person clutching at the means of safety. 

" If she is sentenced, I will then speak out. I 
swear it," raising her crucifix, "she shall be set 
free." 
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" Enough, I believe you, but if you are false to 
me and to her, your life will be accursed/' she sank 
back. 

Urania came forward, right in front of the ex- 
hausted woman, 

" May I never find peace in the next world if I 
deceive you." 

"I believe you now, never let anything tempt 
you to break your oath/' 

After this Mrs. Wynton felt more at ease, and 
dictated a letter to Meta, telling her to be of good 
cheer, her innocence would be established. Leila 
added some words on her own account, telling of 
her mother's failing strength and their anxiety on 
430 many matters. This letter reached Meta the day 
after Frampton's visit, and it cheered her to think 
her mother was as loving as she was wont to be, and 
that her own circle did not attach guilt to her. And 
the days passed on in monotonous sameness, Hear- 
ing the one she dreaded and yet looked forward to. 

€ Surely/ she thought, s they will never convict 
me on so slight a foundation as the finding of the 
poison, which I knew nothing of. Did not I dare 
him to do his worst, little dreaming what it would 
lead to? and yet I could never brook his odious 
admiration — no, not to save me from the ignominy 
of the hangman's grasp/ 

Her father wrote to her, saying he had engaged 
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proper counsel to defend her, and hoped she would 
be brave under all circumstances. She did not 
answer his letter, feeling, as she truthfully confessed 
to Frampton, fatherless. She would not stoop to 
enter into particulars with him, the chief cause of 
their wretchedness; for had he not introduced an 
unscrupulous and worthless character into their 
house; but for him she would be the light-hearted 
girl as of yore. 

"And Mrs. Harburn thinks I am guilty," she 
muttered. " Oh, for the power to show her the real 
culprit ! " 

Alic Carston was still lingering in the widow's 
house, helping her in a thousand little ways, writing 
her letters, paying the few bills his poor friend had 
left, and giving by his unobtrusive presence the 
comfort of an almost son. Mrs. Harburn was very 
hard on the Wynton family: the subject was a 
tabooed one, unless opened by the grieving mother, 
which ended generally in her wishing most devoutly 
to see Meta pay the last penalty for her inhuman 
treachery. Alic noticed a kind of restless excite- 
ment grow upon her as the great trial drew near. 
Mr. Sismann had been staying with her ; his belief 
in Meta's guilt served to fan the flame of her intense 
hatred to the whole family; even poor Leila was 
denounced as an accomplice. Nothing was bitter 
enough to hurl upon them in their trial, almost as 
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great as hers. The thought of Meta's innocence 
never once dawned upon her, nor the reality 
of what her sufferings were, shut up in prison 
on a false charge. Her heart was steeled, in 
the belief of her guilt, and no human power could 
alter or shake her conviction. She had, as Charlie's 
loving mother, endured unspeakable throes of agony 
from the fatal Christmas morning until the time we 
find her contemplating hearing the trial, and judging 
for herself the probable ending, hoping in her an- 
guished heart to hear the words of condemnation 
passed upon the accused girl. 

In the little-minded Langton, people believed 
both the girls guilty, and talked the croquet-loving 
rector down, when he mildly hinted at the mistake 
the coroner's jury had made in sending her for trial. 

"She is not guilty, my dear madam; is as inno- 
cent of the hideous crime as I am/' he had the 
courage to inform Mrs. Harburn. 

She was justly wrathful, hinting, in strong lan- 
guage, that a pretty woman was sure of finding 
advocates, even were she a murderess. The rector 
grew very red, and coughed down his anger, 
remembering how her heart was wrung with grief, 
which was apt to render the tongue unruly and full 
of bitter words. She had telegraphed to her eldest 
son in India, Edward Harburn, to obtain leave and 
come home, as her spirits were crushed, and th& 
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future a blank, unless she had before her the last 
remaining comfort— the presence of her only son. 

Alic Carston had serious doubts take possession 
of his mind. What if, out of pure malice afore- 
thought, Frampton had acted so as to throw sus- 
picion on Meta ? His honest heart almost burst its 
prison hold, as the thought would present itself. 
How could he be sure ? It was only a surmise of 
his ; but it grew at last into a belief. 

Villiers Frampton determined on making one 
more attempt in trying to induce the determined 
Meta to listen to his plan for her flight. He had 
received a letter from Urania, imploring him to 
absolve her from their contract, and allow her 
freedom of speech. The letter put him in a violent 
rage, and he heartily anathematized her in good 
plain English ; muttering at the end of his tirade, 
"Frenchwomen were without the evil of a heart, 
and he wished her either dead, or deprived of the 
power of speech by means equally safe." Once 
more, then, he would encounter those matchless 
eyes, which had driven him to acts he had never 
thought of committing. 

His journey was short, for which he was thankful, 
as the weather had set in as cold as any he had ever 
experienced in Eussia. Vanity forbade his wearing 
a great coat ; he looked bulky and short in it ; and 
as he wished to make a favourable impression, it was 



Still Obdurate. 175 

discarded, as damaging to his attractions; con- 
sequently the cold seized familiarly upon him, 
turned his nose and cheeks of the same hue as 
pickled cabbage, drew copious streams of water 
from his small eyes, and withered up his lips. A 
lady, sitting opposite to him in the train, thought 
she had never beheld a more disagreeable face. He 
was lost in the contemplation of his small feet, and 
wondering if Meta's eyes had ever rested on their 
minute dimensions. 

Again at that ponderous door, with his heart 
beating like a woman's; another second, and he 
was in her presence. A little thinner and more 
anxious looking, but still so lovely. He did not 
offer to extend his hand, and she made no attempt 
to offer hers. Raising her head, so as to meet the 
cold small eyes folly, she said, 

" Any news favourable to my cause ? " 

€€ The same as when I was last your visitor ; tho 
same offer to be everything to you, Meta Wynton." 

" Oh! it is weary waiting on in uncertainty — God 
knows how weary ! " 

" I have the means with me of for ever banishing 
weariness ; safe means, which, if you accept, will 
enable you to laugh with impunity at your enemies.'* 

She was still sitting in her arm-chair, indifferent 
to his presence, and not even showing the scorn, 
with which she generally greeted him. 
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If you mean my escape, the answer is the same. 
I go not from this, unless free, and cleared of the 
false charge." 

" Suppose there are witnesses ready to swear they 
saw you mix the poison with his wine, what then, 
Meta?" 

" Did any mortal swear so base a lie, the gates of 
hell would yawn and gape until they closed for 
ever on the perjured wretch." 

"Many, nay, hundreds, believe in your guilt, 
most lovely and unfortunate of women. Why not 
then trust yourself to me ? I will never question 
you ; and although the tongues of millions swore you 
were steeped to the lips in crime, these arms would 
still shelter you, and my heart would prove a safe 
refuge against the cold suspicion of the outer 
world." 

Her old sneer curled her lips for a few minutes, as 
she listened. 

" Do you think, even supposing I was the guilty 
thing you take so much trouble to make me out to 
be, I would be so mean as to accept of so great a 
sacrifice on the part of so honest a man as you are ?" 
Her eyes were full upon him, with the old fire in 
them, watching every turn of his face. 

"A great love, like mine, counts no sacrifice, 
Meta. Were we both banished to the antipodes, it 
would not embitter my life, so long as we were 
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together. I'd hail it as perfect bliss, giving up 
home and its luxuries for your sweet sake." 

" What a pity you did not permit me to know the 
amount of unselfishness in your disposition before it 
was too late. Had I had the faintest idea we were 
entertaining an angel unawares, instead of the devil 
I took you to be, I would have altered my course, 
and sailed on another tack," smiling grimly. 

" I see you are bent on giving me no hope ; reflect 
once again, I beg of you ; this is my last visit." 

"Pve too much time for reflection here, Mr. 
Frampton, and it brings me no peace." 

"1 would I could change places with you. Fd do 
it for a while, with the certainty of being rewarded." 

"Yes, your place is here, and the reward, you 
know very well, would be the officious attentions of 
Calcraft." 

"This is the second time, Meta Wynton, you 
have dared to cast a frightful slur on my character ; 
what mean you by it ?" 

" I had a curious dream, nothing more, in which 
you played a demon's part." 

He was terribly annoyed, and pressed his teeth 
upon his under lip till the blood started. Drawing 
a small parcel from the inside of his coat, he said, 

"This little thing would place you beyond the 
reach of your pursuers, who are thirsting for your 
blood; as parched animals long to quench their 
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feverish lips in the grateful stream, so hanker they 
for the utmost rigour of the law." Replacing the 
parcel again, he went on. " Forget I ever stooped 
to beseech of you to hear my prayer entirely for 
your sake ; and when the thought of one so wronged 
as* I am enters your head, think gently of the man 
who was ready to save you, but you would not let 
him." Striking on the door, to be conveyed without, 
he left her, not deigning to trust another look in her 
direction. 

The door once more closed and she was alone 
with her bitter thoughts, poor companions where- 
with to beguile the heavy time. Shortly after 
Frampton's departure the chaplain entered, to 
inform her she was motherless. Meta simply 
bent her head in acknowledgment of his kindness 
in breaking the sad news to her first. Could he do 
anything for her? Nothing, only leave her to 
think; which he did, wishing she had begged of 
him to stay and console her. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

ACQUITTED. 

The day of the trial came,, and with it dense crowds 
of well-dressed people of both sexes to hear it, and 
look at the beautiful prisoner. Long before the 
doors were opened the great mass waited patiently 
in the bitter weather, hoping to have a favourable 
place and good view of the girl almost everywhere 
spoken of as the lovely demon. Every inch of 
available space was filled, and all the entrances 
were obstructed by eager crowds anxious for ad- 
mittance. 

A murmur ran through the court when Meta 
entered dressed in deep mourning, looking very 
lovely and intensely interesting. She bowed 
gracefully to the Court on entering the dock 
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and was permitted to be seated during the pro- 
ceedings. One glance round the gathering of 
feces showed her Mrs. Harburn and Alic Carston. 
Then her eyes fell on Leila, her father, and Miss 
Keddington, while a little behind them were 
Urania and Villiers Frampton. 

How calm and self-possessed she was, and how 
the hearts of hundreds went out to her in her 
fiery ordeal ! 

Urania seemed to be almost overcome by some 
mental grief ; her dark eyes wandered frequently to 
Meta, and her hand pressed fiercely on her heart, 
unperceived by her numerous neighbours. Framp- 
ton seemed nervous, and now and again cast 
warning looks on the trembling woman, whose 
excited expression alarmed him. 

The charge being read over, the accused was 
asked whether she pleaded guilty or not guilty. 

In a loud clear voice, heard throughout that vast 
hall, she pleaded " Not Guilty." 

Villiers Frampton bit his white lips, and Urania's 
breath came in short gasps as if in pain. 

Mr. Sismann opened the case for the prosecution. 
Fully persuaded in his own mind of the accused's 
guilt, and urged by the blind and unreasoning 
vindictiveness of the bereaved mother, to use his 
utmost endeavour to secure a verdict of guilty, he 
made a most powerful appeal to the feelings of the 
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jnry. He was too acute a lawyer not to be fully 
aware of the comparative weakness of his case. 
Not a single scrap of additional evidence that might 
in some way be made to tell against the prisoner, 
had he been able to obtain since the coroner's 
inquest. He knew and feared the legal acumen 
and the forensic eloquence of the gentleman en- 
gaged on the other side. He struggled his hardest, 
therefore, to enlist the sympathies of the jury on 
the side of the unhappy mother. He dwelt pathe- 
tically upon the grievous, the irreparable loss, that 
the untimely, cruel death of her darling son, had in- 
flicted upon her ; her son, the pride of her widowed 
heart, the solace of her declining years, cut off 
ruthlessly in the prime and flush of youth, by a 
vile assassin's hand, and that assassin the young 
woman in the dock. Could they doubt it? The 
evidence which he should place before them would 
bring conviction to their minds. Let them not 
allow their feelings to be cunningly played upon by 
the beauty and the apparent air of candour and 
innocence which the accused was displaying now. 
Let them bear in mind that history afforded but too 
many instances of an angel's beauty hiding a 
demon's heart. Lucrezia Borgia too was beautiful 
as day ; yet he need not remind them who and what 
she was. 

This impassioned address made a deep impression 
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upon every one in court. Sobs were distinctly 
audible as he dwelt upon the unhappy mother's sad 
bereavement, and many were the commiserating 
glances directed to Mrs. Harburn, sitting there 
trembling with emotion, her face hidden in her 
hands, and the tears trickling through her worn 
fingers. Yet an acute observer might have re* 
marked how the counsel's powerful invective hurled 
against poor Meta did not seem to meet with that 
responsive echo in the breasts of his hearers which 
he was striving so hard to evoke. Commiserating 
glances were equally directed to the dock, and those 
who saw the accused angel there, could not and 
would not see the demon the eloquent advocate 
would make them believe was hidden beneath. 

Mr. Sismann now called his witnesses. They 
were the same who had given their evidence at the 
inquest. Mr. Superintendent McSwilly was sub- 
jected to a most rigorous and searching cross- 
examination, in the course of which the presiding 
judge took occasion to animadvert in strong terms 
upon the reprehensible conduct of the police in the 
case in instituting a search in the absence of the 
party that might be most seriously compromised by 
the result. It was elicited from the superintendent 
that everything in Meta's room seemed to point to 
a total absence of consciousness of guilt. Every 
trunk was open ; not a drawer was found locked. 
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Anybody might have had free access to the room, 
and to the desk in which the strychnine had been 
found. The witness admitted, after a good deal of 
pressing, that the secret of the recess in the desk 
was not a very deeply hidden one, and that any- 
body interested in the matter might have found it 
out the same as he had, considering that the room 
and everything in it was left open all day, and that 
the young lady passed most of her time at her 
mother's sick bed. The witness admitted also that 
every effort had been used by himself and other 
officers to trace the poison to the vendor or pur- 
veyor of it, and to establish some connection 
between it and the accused other than the mere 
accident of its discovery in an article of furniture in 
the young lady's use. 

The facility of access to Meta's room and to the 
fatal desk was fully borne out by the evidence of 
the valet and butler, who deposed also to the fact of 
the desk having been placed more than once at the 
disposal of visitors to the mansion. 

Frampton's evidence was in substance the same 
as that given by him at the inquest, except that he 
admitted, in cross-examination, that the symptoms 
of a feeling of uneasiness after his meals might have 
been owing simply to a slight fit of indigestion, and 
that they had not been sufficiently severe to induce 
him to consult a doctor about them. In giving his 
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evidence Frampton's voice throughout rose scarcely 
above a subdued whisper, and the judge had to 
admonish him more than once to speak louder. 

Whilst counsel for the prosecution had been 
addressing the Court, and during the examination 
and cross-examination of the witnesses, prisoner's 
counsel had cast many an anxious glance over at his 
client in the dock, to watch the effect produced 
upon her by Mr. Sismann's invective, and by the 
evidence seemingly telling against her. The judge 
and the members of the jury had also more than 
once earnestly gazed in her direction ; so had the 
vast assemblage, with many a thrill of fear for the 
accused running through all. High-born women 
clasping their delicately gloved hands, and leaning 
forward in breathless interest, as some item of 
incriminatory evidence fell upon their ears. Every 
scrap of evidence, on the other hand, telling in her 
favour, was hailed by the mighty crowd, in spite of 
the strenuous efforts made by the officers of the 
court to suppress all open manifestations of feeling 
on one side or the other. Tears trembled in the 
eyes of the women, and strong men felt their pulses 
quicken as their gaze fell on the noble figure in the 
dock, so touchingly beautiful, and bearing her 
grievous ordeal more Jike a Spartan girl than a 
delicately nurtured Englishwoman. 

The examination of the witnesses had not con- 
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eluded when the Court adjourned till the day 
following. 

Out streamed the crowd, making loud remarks on 
the case and on the prisoner, some of them reaching 
the friends of the accused. One exquisitely tailored 
man with eye-glass, a drooping moustache, and 
drawling accent, spoke loudly in her favour, the 
words reaching Leila as she clung to the formidable 
aunt. 

€t Haw, by Jove ! a beautiful creature and worth 
letting free for the sake of her eyes alone. Did you 
see her, Gordon ? " 

"Yes, I seemed to see no one else. I wish the 
judge would condemn her to my care for life." 

The aunt hurried on, dragging Leila on to the 
back of her substantial broad flat heels, Miss 
Beddington devoutly setting her face against the 
prevailing great-grandmother fashion of high ones. 

A dense crowd waited outside to catch a glimpse 
ofMeta; but she was safely conveyed to her cell 
before they deemed she had left the court. 

The next day came the same eager crowd ; the 
barristers taking their places and looking to all 
appearance as if they had never left them. The 
man with the drooping moustache was there, 
staring at the slight figure of Meta, who looked 
paler and sadder than the day previous. Her aunt 
had purposely abstained from visiting her, fearing it 
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might unsettle her demeanour to hear of her mother's 
last wishes concerning her. 

€t After the trial I will tell her everything/* she 
informed Leila, who could only weep and pray for a 
verdict in her sister's favour. 

Again Urania appeared with cheeks of ashen hue. 
Wishing to keep her word to the dying mother, and 
terrified by Frampton's threats, she had undergone 
great agony of mind. Her knowledge of the 
English language was great, and she listened and 
attended to every word as though her own fate 
hung trembling in the balance. She gave her 
evidence in shaking accents, contradicting herself 
repeatedly as she was being put through a severe 
cross-examination. Faint and overcome, partly by 
the closeness of the court and partly by her own 
terror, she was a pitiable object to look at. 

When the examination of the witnesses for the 
prosecution was concluded, the Court adjourned 
for luncheon, Meta being conducted meanwhile 
back to her cell, the solitude and silence of which 
was grateful to her throbbing temples after the 
excitement of the court. 

After luncheon Meta's advocate rose, amid 
breathless silence, to address the Court for his 
client. He made one of the most brilliant speeches 
on record; not eloquent simply, but clear and 
logical throughout, and most convincing. He 



Acquitted. 1 85 

dwelt on the slender foundation upon which the 
prosecution had attempted to raise the huge super- 
structure of this abominable charge against his 
client. The mother of the lamented deceased 
might indeed claim their warm sympathies for the 
grievous loss she had sustained, but she could 
certainly not claim their sympathies in her blind 
endeavour to fix the crime upon an innocent girl. 
H6 indignantly denounced the conduct of the 
police in the affair. Could there be a doubt on the 
mind of any reasonable man but that the poison 
found in Meta's desk had been placed there by 
other hands than hers ? It was not his province to 
accuse any one. The Searcher of all Hearts alone 
knew whose cowardly hand it was that had mixed 
the poison, and that had placed the packet in the 
accused's desk. Perhaps the cowardly assassin 
was actually in that court, looking with devilish 
glee on the misery he had wrought. He would say 
no more upon this point. He would simply ask 
the jury to look at the accused as she was standing 
there before them, awaiting her fate at their hands, 
and to ask themselves whether such a being, who 
might, without exaggeration, be called one of the 
masterpieces of creation, could possibly have com- 
mitted the heinous crime so lightly and unjustifiably 
laid to her charge. He disdained calling witnesses 
to character. Let them look at his client; they 
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would see virtue and purity stamped on every 
feature of her face, and conscious innocence beam- 
ing from the depths of her clear eyes. 

The effect of this speech upon every one in court 
was surprising ; there was an irrepressible burst of 
applause when the eloquent advocate sat down. 
Villiers Frampton nearly forced his teeth through 
his nether lip, as he noted the effect upon the jury. 
He felt that he was discomfited in this part of his 
horrible plot, at least. 

The judge summed up, discussing the evidence 
given for the prosecution with great minuteness. 
He told the jury that he could not help expressing 
his concurrence in much that had been said by 
prisoner's counsel. The evidence, more particu- 
larly adduced to trace the possession of the poison 
to the accused, was weak indeed ; and they would 
have to take into their earnest consideration the 
admitted fact that the prosecution had failed to 
trace the purchase of the poison to the accused. 
This was the most serious charge that could be 
brought against any one of our fellow-creatures, 
and it behoved judge and jury to weigh with the 
most anxious care the evidence brought forward in 
support of such a fearful accusation. He now left 
the case in their hands, convinced that they would 
act as conscientious, God-fearing men. 

The jury then retired. It was soon clear, how- 
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ever, that they had retired only pro forma, for in less 
than a quarter of an hour the usher announced their 
return into court. They had agreed upon their 
verdict. Breathlessly every soul in the vast hall 
was awaiting what the next few seconds would 
bring forth. Villiers Frampton breathed like one 
after a great race. Urania's knees smote one 
against the other, and her hands sought the back 
of her seat for support, while her anguished face 
was turned towards the jury, whose foreman said 
in ringing accents, "We find the prisoner Not 
Guilty!" 

Such a revulsion of feeling has seldom been 
witnessed in a court of law. Loud cheers and 
acclamations of glad approval burst forth from the 
vast assemblage, and it was some time before some- 
thing like quiet could be restored. 

In discharging the accused, the judge expressed 
his fullest concurrence with the decision of the jury. 
He said that in his long experience he had never 
met with a more painful case than the horrible 
accusation against this unhappy young lady, who, 
however, now left the court, he was happy to say, 
without the least stain upon her character. He 
hoped fervently that the real culprit would soon be 
discovered, so as to remove the last cause of annoy, 
ance and anxiety from her future path through 
life. 
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Meta, with flushed cheeks and sparkling eyes, 
expressed, in a few well-chosen words, her fervent 
gratitude to the jury, the judge, and her eloquent 
advocate. Never, so long as life lasted, would, or 
<50uld she forget the kindness extended to her by 
all. .Her friends now gathered round her; amongst 
them Villiers Frampton. He could scarcely speak 
distinctly so agitated was he. 

" Would she not shake hands with him, just to 
^congratulate her on her release ?" 

" I do not owe it to you," drawing herself back 
from his outstretched hand ; " had you your wish, I 
should still be subject to prison life." 

"Will you misjudge me ever, Meta Wynton? 
JJemember what I have still in my power/' 

She turned away with her aunt and Leila; her 
father was also near, but had uttered no word of 
■kindness. Did he believe in her guilt ? It looked 
like it. 

Mrs. Harburn had fallen back on her seat with 
amazement at the issue of the trial. The splendid 
speech of Mr. Sismann had gone for nothing. It 
was, as she foretold, truly Meta's beauty had carried 
the point ; tears of vexation bedewed her face, and 
-all Alices care was unheeded. Loud were her indig- 
nant remarks on the non-existence of justice. She 
.had conjectured how it would be, and now her fears 
were too truly realized. What was there left her 
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now but a life of anguish, knowing her son's* 
mnrderer was still at large. Wringing Alic's hand, 
she besought of him to use the best days of his life 
in tracking the steps of the guilty one. In vain he 
assured her of Meta's innocence ; in vain he tried to 
impress on her weakened mind the uselessness of 
fixing the stain upon her. She was free now, and 
beyond the power of her enemies. The words fell 
on ears dead to outward sounds, for on bending over 
her he found she had fainted. The disappointment 
had been too much ; the unexpected issue of the 
trial told now upon her. How she had counted on 
Meta being found guilty, — counted on her life in 
exchange for the dearly loved son's. Where was 
justice ? Certainly not here ! Such were her 
thoughts as the overtaxed brain gave way. The 
reaction had set in, and Mrs. Harburn, with her 
thirst for vengeance still burning within her, was 
conveyed by Alic Carston to Langton; there to 
brood in bitter despondency on the events of the 
never-to-be-forgotten past and on the never-to-be- 
forgiven Meta. 

After Meta had gathered her small portion of 
worldly goods from the interior of her little cell, 
recompensed the round-faced attendant, and taken 
a friendly leave of the chaplain and the governor 
and his wife, she accompanied her aunt and Leila 
to the hotel for the night, intending to speed 
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towards Paris on the morrow. She possessed an 
old passport which would answer her purpose ; for 
had she not seen the pompous gendarme read it 
upside down, and return it with a solemn, " Merci." 

Leila was grateful for the blessing of having her 
sister once more with them, her name cleared of the 
fearful charge ; although there would be found many 
sceptics unbelieving in her innocence. Time must, 
she thought, entirely clear the mystery ; until then 
her poor Meta must bear with many slights, as, 
indeed, the whole family. 

When Meta sought the privacy of her own room, 
there came a gentle knock upon the panels of her 
door. Thinking it was Leila, she bade her enter; 
but instead, Urania glided in with distorted features 
and swollen eyes ; kneeling down beside Meta, she 
wept hysterically, and muttered incoherent words Of 
going to bring the guilty one to justice. Seeing 
the look of surprise on Meta's face, she rose and 
whispered a few words in her ear. 

" Great God! is it true ?" 

" Yes, mademoiselle, too true." 

Then she relieved her pent-up feelings, and 
poured a torrent of terrible truths into the ears 
of her trembling listener. Meta stood like one 
suddenly turned to marble ; whatever suspicions 
she had, they had never reached the height of 
the truth now revealed. Pity for the weak dupe 
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before her she could not help experiencing, mixed 
' with a deep thankfulness at her own narrow escape. 
Extending her hand to the cowering Urania, she 
thanked her for so nobly keeping her promise to 
the dead Mrs. Wynton, and encouraged her by all 
the eloquence at her command, to bravely do her 
duty, and shrink not from the only true and honest 
course left her. Then they parted. Urania to go 
through with the work she had undertaken. Meta 
to ponder over what she had learned. 

Finding herself once more in the busy street, 
Urania halted for a moment to collect her confused 
senses. She had been without food the whole day, 
and her brain felt giddy and weak after the wear of 
the past anxious trial. Her conscience was heavy 
with one dread secret, which she must that night 
confide to a magistrate before she found peace again 
on earth. Then she would return to her native 
France, and try to forget the incidents of her 
English life. 

The glare of the street lamps confused her as she 
stood upon the frozen pavement, preparatory to 
crossing the busy thoroughfare, which was unusually 
crowded, owing to the assizes. She had got but 
halfway over, when her high heels caught the sharp 
point of a large stone imbedded in the slippery 
ground; down she came with a dull thud, and 
before she could spring to her feet a carriage with 
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two unmanageable horses dashed over her. A 
scream — a confused freap in the roadway — an eager 
gathering of the inquisitive, who lifted the piquante 
dressy little Frenchwoman into the nearest chemist's 
shop to undergo a scrutiny as to damages received. 
The occupant of the carriage dashed out to learn the 
result, and came upon the group, breathless with 
anxiety. 

" Is she much hurt, my good sir ? For her sake 
tell me she will recover/' as he scrutinized the 
handsome features of Urania. 

u She will never speak again in this world,'' were 
the words of the chemist, "her neck is broken/* 
pointing to the delicate little stem which was wont 
to bear the proud little head. 

The carriage man groaned at being the cause of 
the death of the prettiest little creature he had seen 
for many a long year. Had any one any knowledge 
of her ? Yes ; the chemist had seen her in court as 
one of the witnesses. They would soon learn all 
about her. At that moment Villiers Frampton, who 
was idly sauntering down the street, was attracted 
by the crowd, and pushed up to learn the cause; 
when his wicked, little, searching eyes fell upon the 
poor crushed figure so well known to him. Here 
was a piece of unheard-of luck were his first thoughts; 
the very thing he in his debased heart wished for, 
and without so much as moving his finger to assist 
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to bring about so desirable a result. Now lie need 
have no fear — that saucy tongue was silent for ever 
— he possessed all the dead girl's letters — had 
insisted on every scrap being returned before the 
trial — had seen the greedy flame leap and close 
around the most dangerous of his written com- 
mands. Lately she had shown symptoms of wishing 
to be free from his power. Had caused him some 
anxiety, owing to her knowledge and share in his 
many secrets. How luck fell to his share! his 
position in the world saved him from suspicion ; but 
down, deep in his depraved heart he knew how 
much better the dead girl's life had been than his 
own. Not altogether blameless ; her love of gold 
had led her into the compact with him, still he was 
the guiltier of the two. 

Returning to his hotel he joined his friend 
Wynton, who asked him whether he had seen Meta, 
regarding him at the same time with a heavy, 
suspicious look. 

"No, not Meta; but a little acquaintance of 
yours, lying like a crushed butterfly, in a shop/' 

" Explain yourself, my good fellow." 

"Well, if my doing so deprives the soup of its 
flavour, do not blame me. Urania has taken herself 
off into purgatory, that's all." 

" What do you mean ? " 

o 
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" She has been nm over and killed. Neck broken, 
and all that sort of thing." 

" You are joking, Frampton, and I must own the 
subject is a poor one." 

"Ton my soul, no; even now they are carrying 
her dear little body to her lodgings." 

" I don't believe yon. Your mind is so set on 
devilry, you sometimes mislead yourself." 

"Go to Stanhope Street and inquire; you will 
find it is as I have said," carelessly inspecting some 
letters lying on the table. 

Wynton seized his hat and rushed off like one 
demented. Yilliers laughed quietly to himself after 
he had left. 

" Fve spoilt his appetite for once — how he looked 
— betrayed more interest in the fate of the little 
snipe than he did with regard to Meta's. Incom- 
parable Meta, you must be mine by fair means or 
foul." 

The dinner came and went, without the return of 
his associate. Frampton smiled when he thought of 
the contrition Wynton must feel on beholding the 
remains of the once lovely Urania. 

" Leaves my course free and unhampered. Makes 
the path leading to the possession of Meta easier. 
I will tell her she threw herself under the wheels in 
a fit of desperation. Hint that her hand alone sent 
Harburn to another world; and that I am one in a 
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million to remain faithful in my attachment after the 
<amel slanders of the Langtonites. She must con- 
sent. Must see no other fellow would have the 
moral courage to marry her." 

Thus he solaced himself until the arrival of his 
friend. Very late he came, with a weary look of 
trouble on his face. 

" I thought something had happened to you, old 
fellow. How late yon are ; been superintending the 
* laying out/ I suppose ?" 

Meta's father poured himself out half a tumbler of 
brandy, and drank part of it ere he replied, 

"If you value your personal appearance, cease 
goading me. I can't stand your confounded 
sneers." 

"Ah! well, my good intentions are always 
frustrated. Here I have been moralizing on the 
uncertainty of life, and intending having masses 
said for the repose of her dear little soul, just for 
the sake of ' auld lang syne/ you know." 

With a smothered oath, Wynton left him to 
pursue his meditations, which he did until long after 
midnight. 
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CHAPTEE XL 



GOING ABROAD. 



When Miss Keddington found her reckless brother 
intended defraying the expenses of Urania's funeral 
out of his friend's pocket, she determined on going 
to the metropolis with Meta, who was bent on 
gaining her own livelihood. The shock of Urania's 
sudden death affected her, and she longed to be 
quite amongst strangers where she would hear 
something different than these family grievan- 
ces. Her father had not called nor testified hifr 
pleasure in any way at her freedom. Indeed she 
was not surprised, nor did Miss Eeddington wish 
for his presence. Leila, always gentle and affec- 
tionate, was anxious to be restored to her father's 
good graces, thinking thereby to win him from the 
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baneful society of Yilliers Frampton and his boon 
companions. 

"Tour father is a villain, my dear Leila. Why 
let your mind be occupied by such a worthless 
object ? " her aunt remarked. 

« He is still my father, and it tells upon me to see 
him daily more and more estranged." 

t€ Well, for my part, I should think you had had 
quite enough of him ; he has been nothing to you 
but a curse ; I, his sister, say so." 

Meta took no part in the conversation, but sat 
preoccupied with her eyes on the floor. She was 
thinking when once across the narrow Channel her 
spirits would revive as the cloud of misery lifted 
from her memory. 'To have nothing but dark, 
dreadful thoughts ; a girl of my age with so thick 
a volume of misery to carry about with me. Ah J 
what a retrospect/ 

In London Meta sat with the advertising sheet of 
the ' Times ' spread out before her. " Wanted, a 
healthy young woman as cook." No, that would 
not do. "A highly respectable young person as 
attendant on a young lady going to India. Apply 
immediately, T. C, Dudley Street." Shaking her 
head over this last one, she thought she could not 
attend the above-mentioned young lady, especially 
if she was liable to sea-sickness. 

Next day she was buried in the same advertise-* 
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ments. After wading through, the numerous wante 
and away from the generality of persons expected 
to work hard for twenty-five pounds per annum, all 
found, her eye fell on the following : — " Continent- 
-A gentleman and hi* wife are deairou* of meeting 
with a young lady to accompany them abroad as. 
companion. All expenses paid* A thorough 
knowledge of the modern languages indispensable. 
Apply personally, 56, Arundel Gardens, Clapham*^ 
Her aunt was out with Leila on a wandering ex* 
pedition into Regent Street. Five minutes more 
and she was wending her way towards Clapham*. 
Oh ! if they would only take her* Perhaps they 
would object to her deep mourning. Should she 
suppress her real name? The thought only pre- 
sented itself on nearing Clapham. Good heavens I 
surely her own name was too notorious to venture 
on breathing it. She would call herself Maddalena 
Mervyl, and beg of her aunt to keep her secret and 
recommend her as a suitable young woman. 

56, Arundel Gardens, stared her in the face. In 
her hurry she had neglected to see whether any 
name or initials were attached to the advertisement;, 
who should she ask for ? Paying the cabman and 
telling him not to wait, she rang the visitors' bell 
and held her breath. 

A diminutive boy in buttons, his face too fat for 
the contour of his head, answered her summons* 
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"I have called in reference to an advertisement 
in to-day's € Times/ Can I see your mistress f " 

"Yes, miss; you are all right, miss; this way/* 
leading her upstairs and throwing open the door of 
a large room, the windows of which were wide open, 
admitting a rush of frozen air, the current making 
a sort of dash at the open door as if glad to escape, 
after wildly careering round the room. Two figures 
occupied chairs near a large fire, their heads com- 
pletely covered up in thick Scotch shawls. They 
were like hooded hawks, and as still. 

€€ Master's taking an airing/' grinned the page ; 
then approaching, he called out in a loud voice, 
a Here is a young lady come about the ' Times/ " 
and disappeared. 

A great scrambling with the coverings took 
place, the male representative getting free first, 
while his wife struggled until her cap came off, 
exposing a small head almost devoid of hair. 

"Shut the window, my love/' to the hairless 
wife ; then bowing to Meta, he offered her a chair. 
" It is always pleasant to know who the people are 
you intend being agreeable to. This is my wife, 
Mrs. Invery ; I am General Invery, an old Indian. 
Now may I ask your name ? " 

€t I must apologise for omitting to send up my 
4ard ; my name is Maddalena MervyL" 

"Ha! a curious name; once met a great hog^ 
hunter of that name. Any relations in India ? " 
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" None. I am, I may say, almost alone in the 
world." 

" Jenny, my love, tell Miss Mervyl all we shall 
require." 

Thus called on, the shrinking little wife timidly 
said, " We are so anxious to go abroad immediately, 
my husband fearing the cold winds that prevail in 
spring." 

" Come to the point, Jenny," said the General. 

The wife of his great bosom looked at him be- 
seechingly, as if in want of his assistance ; but he 
allowed her the privilege of floundering into a 
subject and out of it again, without help. It was 
her first experience of engaging a compagne de 
voyage, and she shrank from asking the necessary 
questions. 

Meta smiled, and said in a taking friendly 
manner, "Pray do not hesitate to ask me any 
question you think requisite." 

" We have never been to the south of Prance, and 
we thought it would be a nice change till the 
summer came. All our early life was spent in the 
East, and our knowledge of French and German is 
limited." 

" Limited ! " cried the General ; " why, my dear 
young lady, if my life depended on it I could not 
ask for a knife, or a common thing like a shirt. 
Chinese, now, I am fluent in, which of course won't 
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help us. I suppose you know enough to ask for 
bread and butter, candles and cheese, eh? " 

"Indeed, yes, and a little more besides," she 
replied, laughing. 

" Now Jenny/' 

Plucking up her courage, the little faded, faithful 
follower went on in a purring tone. "We should 
only require you to speak for us and make arrange- 
ments with hotel-keepers. My maid Puffings does 
the packing and sees after the boxes; therefore, 
Miss Mervyl, you would have nothing to do un- 
becoming your position." 

Meta thanked her warmly, blushing as she 
thought of the one piece of deceit she was already 
guilty of. 

" Now, Jenny, about the money arrangements." 

Poor Mrs. Invery actually flushed as the delicate 
subject came next for discussion. "We propose 
allowing you fifty pounds a year, and all expenses 
paid," looking down. 

Poor Meta ! She would have many little humi- 
liating services to render for the sum which a short 
time ago she would have counted too small for gloves 
and choice neckties. But anything to get out of 
England; anything to put the sea between her and 
Villiers Frampton and her hated father. 

" Of course you expect a reference," turning with 
a sad smile to the General. 
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U I believe it is always necessary ; " looking at 
Jenny. " We are quite assured of your respecta- 
bility, — your appearance is so much in your favour, 
—that we will waive the usual custom in your 
case." 



" You are too generous/' murmured Meta. 
" Should you feel inclined to change your mind,. 
Messrs. Hookim, Red Lion Street, will afford yon 
any information you require." 

"A very honest fellow; know him well. Tour 
father's man of business, I presume ? " 

" Yes," faltered Meta ; €i he has known me from 
infancy." 

" Shall you be prepared to start with us the day 
after to-morrow, coming here for good in the 
morning ? " 

" Quite," she answered briskly. 

t€ Ah, well ! Fll have your name inserted in our 
passport, to save any mistake. Now, Jenny." 

" I think we quite understand each other ; do we 
not, Miss Mervyl ? " 

" I believe so," shaking hands. 

" To-morrow then early, as I have some shopping 
to do, and it would be a source of pleasure to have 
your advice." 

Promising not to fail them she took her leave. 

The grinning page escorted her to the door. 
" Master keeps on airing himself," he said to her, 
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evidently anxious for Meta's opinion on the sub- 
ject. 

Taking no further notice than wishing him "Good 
morning/' she found herself strolling leisurely to- 
wards the Common. Then the thought of Messrs. 
Hookim aroused her to action. " I must be first 
in the field," she muttered, hailing a cab. On to 
Red Lion Street as fast as the poor worn horse 
could go, all her thoughts in a whirl. The common- 
place Mrs. Invery and her eccentric husband — how 
should she get on with them ? 

In answer to her inquiry for Mr. Henry, she was 
shown into his private room. Half an hour after- 
wards she emerged with triumphant look. So far 
till was well. 

"A nice fright you've given us," burst from the 
indignant lips of the spinster aunt; "may I ask 
where you have been spending the whole morning ? '* 

" Indeed, yes, directly you have sworn never to 
divulge to mortal man or woman all I have to tell." 

"It must be something highly improper, or you 
Would not impose such conditions upon me;"* 
tossing her head. 

Meta laughed, and the sound of her own silvery 
voice indulging in mirth after all her Bufferings 
startled her. 

"You may well look shocked; such levity," said 
her aunt, raising her long, bony fingers in mid-air. 
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Tears sprang into Meta's eyes. " Indeed, aunt, 
for the moment I forgot the terrors of the past, in 
ihe prospect of speedy employment." 

"God bless the girl! What does she mean?" 
turning her wrathful eyes on Meta. 

"I am engaged as companion to two elderly 
people, and shall enter on my new duties in the 
morning, as my future mistress is going on a 
topping expedition on my arm." 

Leila thought her old mischief-loving manner had 
returned, and that it was a hoax. 

" I don't believe a word of it/' snapped the aunt. 
''People don't engage strangers in such a hurry 
without plenty of references." 

"My honest face acting as security sufficed 
them." 

"Meta dear, are you serious ?" 

" Leila dear, quite." 

"I suppose you won't mind telling your only 
living aunt the particulars ?" 

She told them all, save the General's name and 
her own newly adopted one. Intending, as the last 
thing, to leave a letter informing them of it, but not 
before she was on her way to Calais. 

"I will repay you honestly all the money you 
have spent on me since our misfortune. These 
expensive clothes," touching them, "I shall be 
most careful of, and my half-year's salary shall be 
paid to your accounts 
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V " If you do such a thing, Meta Wynton, PU 

disown you ; don't you think it's humiliating enough 

to know you are working for your living, without 

taking your hard earnings from you." 

" a I do not deserve all your kindness/' she said, 

with contrition, remembering how she had often 

insulted her. ' 

* " The past must be buried, like that poor guilty 

Urania. I always thought she had something to da 

with his death, now my suspicions are confirmed." 

Meta turned sick and faint as these words fell 
upon her ear. She, the unfortunate Urania, guilty 
of murder ? Miss Eeddington eyed Meta's white 
face and startled look with jaundiced eyes. What 
if Meta were the guilty one after all, and poor 
Urania misjudged ? 

" I don't like your look, Meta," standing rigidly 
before her. " Do you know ought of the murderer ? " 

Her face contracted as if in pain, and with a 
smothered cry she fell into a swoon. Motioning 
Leila to help her, Miss Reddington left the room ; 
moving her skeleton hands about like one demented, 
she kept repeating the words, " Guilty, guilty ! " 

Leila's arms were round her sister in the most 
loving way, directly the spare ribs of the gorgon 
aunt had conveyed themselves to another room. 

"Meta darling, do not mind her; this trouble 
has warped her judgment, speak to me !" 
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"After all I have gone through to be so wickedly 
suspicious. Did not the judge say I left the court 
free from all suspicion ? And now/' she sobbed, on 
Leila's shoulder, until worn and sad. " Thank God, 
I shall be away to-morrow, away from the narrow- 
minded relation and her ever-sharpened arrows. 
Oh ! Leila, you know not what my mind has been. 
Sometimes I fancied it would end in madness, 
although I kept up bravely before people." 

"Try to forget it all, dear; once in another 
country, and with much to divert your thoughts, 
you will be different ." 

"What do you think you shall do, always stay 
with her?" 

" No ; I hope to be with papa soon. Yesterday he 
talked of spending the spring abroad, and taking 
me with him." 

" Abroad ! where is the money to come from ?" 

" He has patched up his affairs with his creditor, 
and we are to be allowed sufficient to live on until 
some lucky speculation makes us again indepen- 
dent," 

" Leila, promise me, if ever you should know my 
whereabouts, never to encourage our hateful father 
to take up his abode in the same place ? " 

"Dear Meta, you know the small amount of 
influence I have with him; how can I promise ?" 

" Then never breathe a word of where I am, or 
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that demon will seek me out, and rob me of my 
little peace." 

"He shall never learn your address from me, 
dear, rest assured/' 

" Oh I how late it is," looking at her watch. " I 
have lots to do before I go." 

The two girls formed many plans of letting each 
other know how the future treated them, without the 
knowledge of the aunt or father. Mr. Henry 
Hookim would receive all Meta's communications, 
and forward them, on hearing from Leila. The 
evening was a dull one. Miss Beddington keeping 
aloof from the sisters, torturing herself with her 
doubts, and waging war with her conscience. She 
felt certain Meta knew more of the murder than she 
cared to confess ; else, why the overpowering agita- 
tion, ending in a faint, when a few minutes pre- 
viously she was laughing ? All was not right, she 
felt certain. Should she impart her suspicions to 
her lawyer ? What then ! Meta had been set free. 
Then, again, what meant her anxiety to leave the 
country ? Were she innocent she would remain, and 
live down the scandal. What a thing to be related 
to people whose name honest folks shuddered at ! 
Her brother a swindler and evil liver ; his daughters 
shunned—- even gentle Leila looked coldly on, be- 
cause, forsooth, a few ignorant people had whispered, 
" She was in her sister's confidence, and, as such, an 
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accomplice." Fate had dealt them some very hard 
blows. 

A hundred reports spread through the assize town 
about the possible guilt of the little Frenchwoman. 
Villiers Frampton encouraged the supposition that 
Urania had been about to give herself up when on 
her way to the magistrates. Then, again, people 
shook their wise heads and thought Leila knew more 
than she admitted, and the odour the whole family 
was held in at Langton, and in other places, boded 
ill for their future comfort. 

Villiers took his friend down with him to his 
country seat, intending to hunt up the whereabouts 
of Meta. He would humble himself once more 
before her, offer her the acceptance of his good 
name and handsome place. Mr. Wynton told him 
" it was useless," sneering while he made the obser- 
vation. " I don't see why you should be so anxious 
to marry a suspected woman ; remember, my good 
fellow, although I am her father, I don't consider 
her free from the taint of the crime imputed to 
her." 

" Good Lord ! Wynton, you are a strange man. 
Why your interesting, piquant Urania would have 
told a different tale," hesitating a little in his speech. 

€S She was as innocent of the murder as I am," 
speaking loudly, and with a dark-red flush. " Do 
you hear me, Frampton ? perfectly innocent. 1 
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u Public opinion, my dear sir — J 
" Public devils !" thundered his friend, interrupt- 
ing him. "Do you think I care what a parcel 
of old womenish men say, forsooth ?" 

A white sneer settled itself on Mr. Frampton's 
disagreeable face. 

" Of course, it is very natural for you to think her 
entirely innocent after your great intimacy/' sneer- 
ing again, "but disinterested people think very 
differently." 

"Frampton, you'd blacken the reputation of an 
angel/' 

" By Jove ! no, I am too fond of the sex, angels 
or no angels, to say a word in disparagement of 
them, — but truth is truth." 

" Fd rather have some people tell me the blackest 
lie than your truth; you have always an infernal way 
with you when setting up as a just man, and sticking 
to a thing which in your heart you know is false." 

He had not spoken so freely before to his creditor. 
And now, as he watched the dangerous light steal 
into Frampton's eyes, and the cruel, sharp, tigerish 
teeth gleam behind the parted lips, the latter said, 
"Tour spirit is not dead yet; all the crushing 
events of the last two months have left you still with 
something like the fire of the Gerald Wynton of 
former days." 

"You are enough to rouse the devil in one; 
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sometimes I feel inclined to knock yon down, 
said his friend, glowering savagely at him. 

"Don't try it, Wynton; for your own sake 
restrain your middle-aged ardour." 

"We must come to some terms. Fm sick of 
hanging on to yon." 

" When yon are prepared to settle the old score, 
my dear Wynton, yon will find me quite at your 
service," casting a wicked look at him. 

"Do you mean to say you still hold me to the 
promise made on the 2nd of December?" 

"I do, indeed, Wynton; we must work together 
till then." 

A smothered oath broke from Mr. Wynton, who 
left the room. 
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CHAPTEE XII. 

HAST THOU FOUND ME? 

After a long day's shopping, spent in advising the 
•ever undecided, faded wife of the eccentric General, 
Meta found herself preparing for dinner. The page 
grinned at her as she descended to the drawing- 
lfOom, gratuitously informing her, " Master was in 
one of his tempers." 

The bell had rung twice, but no visible sign of 
either of her employers. She felt very hungry and 
very strange, but, battling bravely with herself, she 
determined to cast off as much gloominess of 
manner as was consistent with her position. At 
last the door opened, and the General came in, half 
dragging the very slight form of his obedient spouse 
along with him. 

p2 
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Ha ! I am generally "the most punctual man on> 
the face of creation/' waving to Meta to follow them, 
"but owing to the confounded custom of making a 
man hang his whole wardrobe on to one miserable 
button I've been dressed and undressed for the last 
hour." 

Meta looked puzzled. Seeing she did not under* 
stand, he gallantly attempted an explanation. 

" It's all my inside clothes, Miss Mervyl ; they've 
been giving way since immediately after breakfeat." 

Meta muttered some unintelligible reply. 

"What the devil do you call this, sir?" angrily 
staring at the soup. 

" It's mock turtle, sir." 

"Mock grandmothers! It's as cold as pump 
water; here, remove it." 

Soup makes its exit, and is replaced by a 
splendidly overdone turbot, with its lower ex- 
tremities about to dissolve partnership with its 
upper belongings. 

" Good God ! What cooking !" — almost crying. 
" Jenny, my love, will you have some turbot rags ?"* 

"You see, dear, you were late; so ifs not 
altogether the cook's fault." 

Groaning over the wreck of as noble a fish as 
ever swam proudly to the delight of its family, he 
proceeded to convey pieces to each plate, declining 
to partake of any himself. 
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"It's a bad omen, my last English dinner to be 
«o messed." 

t€ Nonsense, dear, you'll get worse abroad." 

" A nice consolation on the eve of a long journey, 
going from my native land in a state of almost 
starvation, and" then to be coolly told the evil will 
increase instead of diminish." 

" Miss Mervyl will tell you what they cook like," 
trying to console him. 

" No, for God's sake, don't tell me anything ! If 
I am to be poisoned with grease and onions, don't 
be holding out the menu for me to read as a kind of 
•sentence of death. I prefer to remain in igno- 
Tance." 

"Indeed," said Meta, laughing, "I expect you 
will be much pleased instead of the contrary." 

" Youth is always hopeful, but to a man of my 
age and travelled experience in the East, I see no 
such pleasure to be derived from a tour where you 
jostle your baker and sit next your tailor at table 
d'Mte." 

Meta laughed, " It makes it all the more amusing. 
I delight in so dining, and scanning one's opposite 
neighbours." 

" I shall teach you Chinese, and then we shall be 
^able to make remarks with impunity on the com- 
pany." 

On board the ' Maid of Kent ; ' not many pas- 
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sengers, and a bitter wind sweeping over the few 
nipped-looking health, or pleasure seekers. Meta 
inwardly rejoicing at leaving her narrow-minded 
annt with her offensive suspicions ; also, leaving the 
country containing the man she most hated. Pacing 
the deck with rapid strides, every now and then 
giving a great lurch as a wave dashed against the 
ship, was a young man in deep mourning; his 
hat covered with crape to the top, and his black 
gloves dangling loosely in his hand. He glanced 
at Meta's dark robes, and wondered if sorrow were 
driving her to seek a little distraction away from 
her own country. The General was below, wrapped 
in a warm shawl, fearing to move lest the dread 
demon of sea-sickness should seize upon him; an 
uncomfortable feeling warning him of the con- 
sequences of too free an indulgence in locomotion. 
A small groan, now and then, he gave vent to, as 
an internal quaking and quivering increased the 
more the steamer rolled. " Oh ! for the train," he- 
sighed, drawing his shawl closer round him. 
Should he lie down? These little steamers were 
always disgusting to his ideas, after the comfort of 
the easy movement he had been accustomed to. 
"A sail in a tub would be preferable to this/'' 
closing his eyes. Then a smothered voice called, 
" Steward," and the General remained subdued for 
the remainder of the passage. 
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Humanity and a sense of her position induced Meta 
to see how Mrs. Invery was progressing. Leaving 
her seat, she prepared to make a hasty dash, when 
the ship gave a lurch and brought her into violent 
collision with the gentleman in mourning. His hat 
blew off, exposing a handsome forehead and well- 
defined brows. 

"I beg your pardon," regaining her perpen- 
dicular, " but I could not help it." 

" Neither could I," smiling at her blushing con- 
fusion. "Have you Imrfc your hat?" 

" Oh ! it's nothing, but yours is overboard." 

ct Yes, I must descend in search of another. Are 
you going below ?" 

"Only for a little while to see after my com- 
panion." 

" Accept of my assistance ?" offering his arm. 

Thanking him when her voyage of discovery was 
over (for she could not find the General's wife in 
the saloon), she began a diligent search into all the 
little close cabins, little holes with white and gilded 
doors. At last, guided to a distant one by the gruff 
voice of Puflings, she discovered the object of her 
search hopelessly in the grasp of mal de mer. 

" Can I do anything for you ?" approaching. 

" Gh ! no, thanks." 

" Ah ! my head. Oh ! PuflSngs, am I dying ?" 

€t Not a bit of it, m'm ; you'll be a deal better, 
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and won't want none of them French doctors all 
the time you're a pleasuring, IT1 be bound." 

" We shall soon be at Calais, dear Mrs. Livery/ 1 
came Meta's soothing voice. 

"The grave would be equally acceptable," the 
poor woman groaned. 

The miseries of the stormy sea trip were forgotten 
in the comfort of the Hotel du Louvre. At first it 
was impossible to tell whether the General was a 
man or a woman when the omnibus, with its living 
freight, began to relieve itself of its contents before 
the smiling proprietor and a host of servants; 
nothing was visible of him, a shawl over his head 
and another over his knees ; it was likely enough he 
was taken for an interesting madame by the fall 
complement of staring waiters. 

Meta told how many rooms they would require, 
and followed the attendant to the first floor, hotly 
pursued by the General, who did not fancy being 
left to be cross-questioned in a language he was 
nearly ignorant of. 

"What does he ask for these rooms?" eyeing 
the fiirniture and the look-out. 

" Thirty-five francs ; but we can only have them 
till to-morrow, as he expects a Russian prince." 

" A Russian humbug ! Fll not be kicked about 
and sent higher up, unless it were for the Prince of 
Wales. Here, Jenny, my love, what do you think of 
the rooms?" 
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" I think them beautiful," looking with admiring 
-eyes on the elaborate paper, handsome mirrors, and 
the different style altogether of the furniture from 
English. 

"Well, well, you must have them. But, good 
Lord ! does he expect me to sleep in that infant's 
bed ? For mercy's sake, let him think of my height. 
Where would my poor feet be ? Point out to him 
the impossibility of such a thing, Miss Mervyl." 

The servant smiled, " Mcmsieur would be most 
comfortable. The Prince of Saltaranda had slept in 
it, and he was close on seven feet high." 

This was explained to him. 

" Poor wretch ! he must have slept with his feet 
round his neck ; Fd be sorry to try the experiment ; 
if he puts another bedstead to the foot of this, I'll 
let him know in the morning how the thing an- 
swers." 

"You will have to pay for an extra one," said 
Meta explaining. 

"Then 111 put it in the "Times/ roared the 
General. " A bed for my worn body, five francs ; 
another for my weary feet, five francs ." 

At last, after a great deal of fierce explanations, 
they came to terms. Puffings standing with her 
nose in the air, wondering, if they made such a set- 
out about accommodating her master, what they 
would do in her case. 
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"Where am I to be put, miss? Would you 
kindly ask ?» 

t€ Don't go far from us, Miss Mervyl, I beg of you. 
Be within hail or my peace of mind will desert me," 
said Mrs. Invery with a frightened look. 

Meta reassured her. They then prepared for the 
evening meal, the General first taking an airing to 
the amazement of the chambriere who preceded an 
under servant to superintend the heating of the 
stove. At first she thought he was asleep, he was so 
still, until a deep voice made itself heard from 
beneath the covering, 

" What the deuce do you want now ? Jenny, my 
love, call Miss Mervyl." 

" Pardonnez-moi, monsieur ; permettez que je tire 
les rideaux." 

"Call Miss Mervyl. Send these women away, 
rushing in on a fellow without knocking at the 
door. French manners, do you say ? Fll go back 
to London to-morrow." 

They had been a fortnight in Paris, and the 
General was more accustomed to the manners of the 
natives than he would at first admit, but it gradually 
dawned on him that little incidents did not throw 
him into such a rage as formerly. Meta occupied a 
bedchamber leading from his dressing-room, and 
was called on to act as interpreter at all hours. 
Even in the middle of the night, when Mrs. Invery 
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smelt fire, or some one rattled the handle of her 
door, cries of distress would penetrate to Meta's 
room, and she was obliged to don a dressing-gown 
and appear in person to reassure the poor frightened 
woman. 

"Do you think we are safe? I often fancy they 
are coming to murder us." 

These and similar anxieties assailed Meta's ears 
almost nightly. 

They had done a good deal of sight-seeing, and 
the General always returned tired and cross, declar- 
ing he saw noting worth the trouble of so much 
exertion, and for the future he would remain in his 
rooms, provided the servants were warned not to 
disturb him on any pretence whatever. 

One evening a large party of English arrived, and 
sat opposite Meta. The General was delighted to 
have country people of his within talking distance, 
and very soon opened a conversation with them. 
After a little while they exhausted the subject of 
paintings and turned to their own home news. 

"Anything more of that fearful murder? I 
suppose the real perpetrator has not yet been 
discovered ?" 

"No," replied the General, helping himself to 
salad, "people think the maid-servant had a hand 
in it, but I don't." 

Meta felt the blood rushing to her cheeks; she- 



220 For Beauty* s Sake. 

dropped her handkerchief on purpose to stoop for it, 
.so as to account for the sudden suffusion. It was 
the first time the subject had been talked of 
.since she left her aunt, and she felt nervous and 
uncertain of her command over her feelings. Oh i 
for the privacy of her own room. 

"I don't exactly see what motive there could 
.have existed for poisoning him. Did any of them 
benefit by it?" 

"Quite the reverse, unless you call being tried 
for the crime a benefit," said the General. 

"We all pitied the poor girl Meta very much. 
Papa thought at the time some one in the house did 
it, to spite her for some real or imaginary wrong." 

" It will all come out some day, I fancy. Jenny, 
my love, pass the salad." 

" Were they going to make a long stay ? " Meta 
.asked. 

" Oh ! yes ; they had come for three months, and 
expected their papa to join them shortly. He had 
attended the trial and would give them all the 
information they wanted." 

It was quite enough information for Meta already, 
without the. papa's fund being placed at her disposal. 
She must prevail on the General's wife to leave Paris 
and seek some other retreat. 

"Why should I be haunted by tormenting 
-doubts," she thought. "Of course, if they knew 
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I was Meta Wynton, they would fly miles from my 
society/' 

Next day came a long letter from Leila, sent 
through Mr. Hookim's agency. In it she said her 
father had succeeded in making friends with her 
aunt, and they both talked openly of her guilt, not- 
withstanding her fiery indignation. " They will not 
hear me plead your cause, darling, and now papa has 
forbidden your name to be mentioned. He and Mr. 
Frampton have entered into some terms, for we are 
to go to Italy in the spring. Tour enemy, Villiers 
Prampton, talks of going to Paris. Although he 
does not know where you are, he has never asked 
me. Aunt did, but I declined to tell her, fearing it 
was for him she asked. He is more odious than 
ever, and has sent all your pretty things from our 
Langton Villa here. Aunt grumbled a great deal at 
first, saying she wanted no reminders of you. I 
have carefully packed them all, and should we leave 
this I will deposit them with Mr. Henry Hookim, 
who will be only too glad to forward them to you at 
any time. The emeralds belonging to dear mamma 
are with the other things." 

Coming to Paris was he ? All her enemies were 
on the move, it seemed. Mrs. Invery had taken a 
great fancy to her, and bought her numerous little 
articles of finery, when exploring the wonders of the 
shops. Meta always went out thickly veiled, fearing 
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to meet old acquaintances. Her companion won- 
dered at her marvellous knowledge of the streets, 
until Meta told her she had spent years in the place, 
and knew it better than any city in the world. 

That night Meta retired for the repose she so 
much needed, but failed, to obtain. The vision of 
her enemy came between her and the repose she 
longed for. Part of the night she devoted to Leila, 
writing her a long account of her monotonous life, 
and giving her a ludicrous description of the. 
General, when a loud cry for help broke upon 
the stillness of the night. 

u Miss Mervyl, come and help me!" came from 
the little patient wife. 

Entering her room, she found the General had 
fallen through the little bed, the frame having 
slipped from the supporters. It was a spring bed, 
and he lay groaning beneath, unable to rise. Any 
other time she would have shrieked with laughter at 
so ludicrous a position; two fat feet alone pro- 
truding, which he waved frantically as distress- 
signals. 

" He'll be smothered ! Can you breathe, dear V 3 

" Jenny, my love, get them to pull me up." 

Meta darted off for Puffings, who took nearly 

fifteen minutes arranging her dress lest some of the 

waiters were about; by their united efforts the 

mighty Indian was raised. Meta closed her eyes 
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as the huge colossal figure rose from the debris, 
wrapped in a gaudy dressing-gown, upon which 
lively-looking reptiles sported playfully. He had 
hrought it from China, and enveloped himself in its 
luxurious folds every night, preferring it to the 
usual covering. Mrs. Invery was thankful he was 
not hurt, and gracefully poured her gratitude upon 
Meta for her timely aid. 

Another week and they were to leave. She had 
slightly hinted to her docile companion the growing 
distaste she was experiencing for a longer stay in 
the gay capital. The hint was conveyed to the 
bulky General, when he immediately found he was 
thinking of the same thing — wondered they had 
remained so long ; it was as cold as in England, or 
worse. They had seen quite enough; besides Miss 
Mervyl was no bread-and-butter school-girl to fall 
into ecstasies about every little tame piece of 
excitement. Yes; they'd go. Puffings was told 
to pack by degrees in case the weather should 
delay their departure. 

Meta felt more herself, and grew light-hearted 
again. The table d'hote frequenters admired her 
more than ever, and many were the lounging, lazy 
officers who strode in on purpose to see her fresh 
beauty. The proprietor heard of their approaching 
departure with a sad heart. Meta's appearance 
having drawn a full house, he was unwilling for 
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them to leave. The noble room would lose its 
brightest ornament, once her trailing skirts were 
withdrawn. Never had the head-waiter more ques- 
tions to answer. Once the devil tempted him to say 
she was the General's young wife ; that they were 
on their wedding tour. 

" Mon Dieu, cela est impossible ! cela serait bien 
ridicule ! " glancing at Meta ; but the approving 
looks of heavy dragoons did not affect her in the 
least. 

The General noticed the sensation Meta created 
% wherever she went, and cast black, ferocious looks 
when the curious pressed too near in order to satisfy 
their desire to have a good view of her striking 
beauty. The day previous to their leaving for 
Milan set in damp and wet ; so unfavourable did it 
appear, they feared the journey must be put off. 
However, by evening time they would decide. 

Puffings had been very busy, and Meta sat all the 
morning amusing the General, and c Jenny, my 
love/ hoping in her heart the weather would 
change in favour of their departure. Dinner was 
over, and the stares of the opposite sex had rested 
on her for the last time. With the certainty of 
change came the feeling of security. She would 
descend to the reading-room and glance over the 
journals. The General was dozing, and his little 
wife was learning a few French sentences. Puffings 
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was using her interest with the English waiter for 
the loan of a little gum, to induce the labels to 
adhere more lovingly to the enormous boxes. The 
hum of voices had died away, and but an occasional 
electric bell vibrated through the passages. The 
female world was preparing for the opera, con- 
sequently the reading-room would be all her own. 
Across the brilliant passage, with its million and 
one framed ' hotels } decorating the walls, the handle 
of the door turns, she is halfway in — when the 
figure of a man stands before her, and in the figure 
she recognises Villiers Frampton. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

IN THE TYROL. 

Her self-possession deserted her at the sight of her 
enemy, her all-powerful enemy, rich in this world's 
goods, proficient in vice, full of revengeful feelings, 
sparing none who happened to thwart his plans, 
and capable of trampling down all barriers to reach 
his ends. A despairing glance shows her there is 
no mistake. He stands smiling to see the effect his 
presence has upon her. For a moment a wild 
desire to embrace her steals over him, but he 
checks it. 

" Not glad to see me, Meta Wynton ? Accident 
has brought us together again, and the unexpected 
meeting of friends is always nice." 

"You know I hate you; why ask me if I am 
glad ? " — in a suppressed voice of anguish. 
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" You are not in a position to give vent to such 
-strong expressions. A dame de compagnie ought 
to be a very tame sort of person," looking grimly 
at her. 

a You must never speak to me again ; if you do I 
will say I do not know you," burst from her pale 
lips. 

" Pie ! fie ! Who taught you the art of polluting 
your sweet lips with falsehood ?" 

Some people passed them on their way to the 
billiard-room; the sight of strange faces calmed her. 

" Can you not leave me in peace, after all the 
wrongs I have suffered ? Can you not let me go on 
my humble way ? " 

" No, because you were not borii to it ; because I 
«till love you and will follow your every footstep. 
Treat me with indifference, hatred, anger, if you 
will, and I reveal your real name to your em- 
ployers." 

" Oh, God ! would you rob me of my bread ? " 

"Only to put mine into your mouth as my 
honoured wife, Meta." 

Never, never ! death would be more welcome." 
I have spared your father for one year, hoping 
to induce you to hear me ; drive me not too far ; I 
never threaten in vain." 

" Ffl make no terms with you. Leave me." 

" Meta, or Maddalena, I have sworn and will not 
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be balked of my prize. Sooner or later you must 
be mine; the net is closing round you, and from? 
it you cannot escape/ 1 

" Pitiless ruffian, do you think I fear you ? " 

" I would rather win you by fair words if possible, 
but you have chosen it shall not be so." 

She felt herself growing desperate. Clenching 
her little hands and with glittering eyes, she turned 
upon him. "Urania confided to me a terrible 
secret ; how dare you ask an honourable woman to 
share your vile name ! " 

Perfectly unmoved, he stood smiling as serenely 
as when at Langton. " Trouble unhinged the poor 
creature's reason. She was the murderess of 
Charlie Harburn ; her hand administered the poison, 
and in remorse she threw herself under the wheels 
of the carriage, not caring for a certain death on 
the scaffold." 

"Oh! incomparable villain! the world contains 
not a greater than you are," rushing past him and 
across the lighted passage with the million and one 
' hotels/ and into the refuge of her own room. 

Flinging herself down by her little bed, she 
earnestly prayed to be delivered from Villiers 
Frampton. How long she remained in the dark, a 
prey to her miseries, she knew not, until Puffings 
came to inform her the General had decided to 
leave by the early express, breaking the journey at 
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Aix les Bains, of which name poor Puffings made 
a dreadful hash, and it was by mere conjecture 
Meta understood it. What if he denounced her in 
iihe morning before they could get away ! Should 
.she confide in Mrs. Invery, or let chance take its 
course? Deciding on the latter plan, she bathed 
her hot temples and joined the General and his 
*wife in their pretty salon. 

The General had a huge map stretched out be- 
fore him, covering the entire table, and was poring 
over it with the help of a magnifying glass as large 
as a cheese plate. 

" Ha ! look here, Miss Mervyl, — Jenny, my love, 
move a little, — here you see is Aix les Bains, 
suppose we rest there and then continue our 
journey ? " 

"Anything you arrange will suit me," she 
Teplied. 

"Then it's settled. Jenny, my love, see it's 
properly written on our boxes." 

" Allow me to do it ; why trouble Mrs. Invery ? " 

"You are always thoughtful, very; I was just 
telling my wife we should be nowhere without you. 
We'd be robbed of everything without your sharp 
*eyes and ready tongue ; never at a loss for a word," 
he said admiringly. 

"Do you think the same little beds are the 
iashion in Italy ?" asked the General's wife. 
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"Just the same," smiling; "even in Germany,, 
where I fancy they are a size smaller." 

" Good Lord !" broke from the bulbous General;, 
"why can't they build decent respectable things 
when they are about it, instead of expecting a 
fellow to repose on a knife-board ? " 

It was an argument Meta had no interest in, but 
it certainly soured his temper every time his eye 
fell upon the dwarf bedstead. 

Tea was brought up, and delicate little cakes 
along with it. " Preserves too for the young lady/' 
said the smiling waiter. 

" They evidently think me a kind of school-girl, 
not yet grown out of the penchant for sweets," re- 
garding the comfiture with doubtful eyes. 

" Don't eat it, dear/' said the little woman ; " it 
may be half poison/' 

The words sank into her very soiil. "Half poison." 
Could he have sent it up by way of a souvenir ? It 
had never come up on any previous evening ; why 
on this ? 

" No, we won't touch it," she said, putting it off 
the table. Then when the waiter came to remove 
the debris, she asked where it came from. 

He looked awkward ; then in a low tone informed 
her an admirer had put it in the tray for her as he, 
the waiter, was crossing the passage. 

It was quite enough ; she guessed the reason of 



In the Tyrol. 231 

the start she gave directly she saw it. 'Have it 
analysed/ she thought, € and see if he means mis- 
chief/ Carefully carrying it to her room unper- 
ceived, she locked it away, determining to satisfy 
her doubts the first opportunity. 

She got away without molestation by the early 
train. No sight of the hated face came before her, 
and now, speeding on from danger as she fondly 
hoped, she was doing all in her power to be 
agreeable. 

The General thought if he liked Milan he would 
stay for the carnival, and wait there until the spring 
before he moved on. He had an idea of seeing the 
almond-trees in full blossom, and remaining quietly 
in one place till the delicate flowers should tell him 
the spring was at hand. The little watering-place 
was too shut in to please him, and the lake was 
too cold and frowning to venture over to the House 
of Savoy. 

Next day on they went without let or hindrance 
until the little custom-house at Modane was reached. 
Here the General submitted his things for in- 
spection with a bad grace, appealing every moment 
to Meta. "Tell them Fve nothing but clothes — 
old clothes ; Fve bought nothing new for a whole 
year." 

" Have you any cigars or tobacco f " asked 
Meta. 
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" Lord, no ! I've a box of antibilious pills and a 
small bottle of ' Pick me up.' " 

Meta smiled and assured the official they had 
nothing contraband. The chalk was hastily scrawled 
on their boxes, and they were permitted to rush 
like starved sheep into the little buffet, where stale 
sandwiches and red ham were conspicuously spread 
out for inspection. Seeing a withered chicken, the 
General asked Meta to secure it. 

" Combien ? » 

" Quatre francs, Monsieur." 

" Quatre devils ! how they cheat." 

A shouting Englishman rushed past, calling on 
his wife to hasten or they'd lose the train. With 
him ran the General, waving frantically to his 
belongings. Puffings was enjoying a large tankard 
of ale, and Mrs. Invery had her small mouth full of 
cake, while Meta was debating whether the chicken 
was worth the four francs. At the General's signal 
her doubts vanished. Hastily paying the money, 
and as hastily rushing off with her prize, they found 
they were just in time ; Mrs. Invery coughing spas- 
modically, as some of the dry currants had gone 
down the wrong way in her hurry not to be seen 
eating on the platform. Puffings left half her ale, 
and complained loudly in consequence. 

Through the Mont Cenis, the snowy Alps just 
receiving a pink tinge of a soft sunset. 



In the Tyrol. 233 

The little woman broke into ecstasies. " Look, 
dear Miss Mervylj saw you ever anything more 
lovely ? " 

" I know it all so well. This is the fifth time I 
have travelled this way." 

" My dear young lady, it's nothing to our Indian 
scenery. Jenny, my love, you forget the Hima- 
layas," with an injured look. 

" True ; but still these mountains are beautiful, so 
white, so pure." 

Meta opened her bag containing the chicken, and 
so diverted the good-natured old man for a consider- 
able period. She had bought on her own account 
a convenient luncheon-basket, containing all they 
wanted ; and as she drew first one thing out and 
then another, he declared it was as good as a 
conjuror's bag, and she was a capital traveller. 

March found them still at the ( Cavour/ where the 
General was as comfortable as at home. He liked 
Milan, liked his rooms looking out on the gardens 
with their pretty trees fast assuming feathery tips ; 
was never tired of the cathedral and the amusing 
and fashionable gallery. Then the Scala had 
•charms for him, although he understood nothing of 
Italian, saying " Si, si," to everything. 

Meta was very happy, for her enemy had given 
her peace. She had carried the jam to a chemist, 
.saying, " she thought it bad as it made her sick ; 
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would he kindly tell her if anything was wrong 
with it." 

After a careful scrutiny he handed it back. " No, 
there was nothing in it save good strawberries; 
surely the English had strange notions/' 

She was not satisfied, and determined to keep it 
until she arrived in England, if ever such an event 
took place again. 

They were to go on to the south, first paying a 
flying visit to the lakes, taking Maggiore and 
returning by Como. Meta knew them all well, and 
was almost sorry the scenery was not new to her,, 
so as to break out in concert with her kind little 
friend, who grew fonder and fonder of her as their 
journey progressed. Puffings said " there never 
was a nicer young lady; so -unaffected and kind." 

"I am only acting a part," Meta would often 
mutter, "a base, deceitful part; for I hate my 
mode of living and long for other society. 

Another letter from Leila. " V — F — is with us,, 
and we are all going to Italy shortly. Venice, I 
think, papa has decided on. Aunt seldom writes, and 
your name is still tabooed. V — F — said he saw you 
at the Hotel du Louvre looking well. I fancy he and 
papa are concocting some plot, for they are seldom 
apart, and have become firm friends again. I don't 
like the look of things at all, but we must be patient 
I suppose. I saw the arrival in England of Edward 
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H — ; aunt says his mother has left Langton. I 
hope we shall not meet her should she come abroad. 
I have no society and am very lonely. Papa is 
always out at some place of amusement, and forbids 
my making acquaintances. We live in the greatest 
luxury, V — F — spending a small fortune on hot- 
house flowers for all our rooms. I am scarcely polite 
to him, and he is not by any means over civil to me. 
I think he still fancies he will eventually succeed 
with you. He wears the handsome ring you left at 

L on his hideous little finger ; do you remember 

it? Diamonds and rubies. Papa has hired a 
handsome carriage and pair, and I have my allow- 
ance as usual. Are you in want of money, dear ? 
If so, tell me, for I have saved half of my abundant 
allowance for you. — Ever your loving Leila." 

There was no doubt mischief was ahead; some 
sunken rock for her to be wrecked on. Her two 
enemies in council together. " Shall I marry my 
next offer, and so crush the venomous cobra ? Ah ! 
poor little me \" 

Meran. August. Thermometer 86 in the shade. 
Lizards by the million. Dust two feet deep, and 
the crickets shrieking their wildest notes in token 
of unbounded happiness. Hotel Poste baking in 
the sun, the Venetian blinds all closed until the 
heavily-laden diligence thunders up, bearing dusty 
travellers, and a great load of boxes. A very white 
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Tiand partly opens one of the shutters, and a pretty 
face peers out on the scene of unpacking the live 
stock ; a young rich voice telling the inmates of the 
closed room the result of her inspection. 

" There is a lady getting down with two children, 
and a cross-looking clergyman in blue goggles, a 
limp boy of about sixteenth lank ha* fnd pale 
face; three thin, sharp, decided-looking English- 
women dressed alike, evidently sisters, of a certain 
age, hats like men, with muslin, once white but now 
laden with dust and travel stains ; a fat priest and 
two peasants." 

" Jenny, my love, we shall have no nice society 
yet." 

Meta closed the shutter, laughing heartily at 
his doleful expression. " I wish I had invented a 
brace of Indians for your benefit. But you must 
not despair ; the season has not commenced by two 
months nearly." 

" We came too soon, dear; the heat is fearful," 
fanning herself. 

"I like the place, though; the air when once 
you get it, is beautiful," said the General. 

" And the grape harvest is superb," put in Meta; 
"think of a penny a pound. I shall, I fear, be 
turned into a vine, for I am counting the days till 
the reapers begin operations." 

They had wandered much since March; driven by 
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the heat from Florence, they had tried Lucca, 
which they did not like ; then various other spots 
until Meta bethought herself of the Tyrol. 

Villiers Frampton had not appeared since her 
Paris encounter. Letters from Leila saying he had 
long since left them at Venice, where her father 
thought of stopping till the winter unless driven 
away by enemies. Where was Frampton, then? 
and was he really going to give her peace at last ? 
Poor girl ! she reckoned without her host. He was 
not so very far after all, looming in the distance like 
a blood-hound on her track, ready to spring when 
the time came. 

" Jenny, my love, throw that everlasting phrase- 
book down ; the bell has rung a long time." 

" It's impossible to eat, but for company's sake 
I'll go with you," said Meta rising. 

" The ice pudding is always delicious, dear; you 
must try something." 

" Good Lord ! look at the flies," broke from the 
General, causing a smile to break over the face of a 
handsome bronzed stranger in a dark suit, with a 
memorial ring on his sunburnt hand. " W& 
manage these insects better in India, Miss Mervyl ; 
there are boys on purpose with peacocks' tails ta 
swish them out of the rooms. Lord! it's a fly 
dinner." 

The flies mustered very strong ; even the snow- 
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white cloth was covered, and the silver basins of 
fine sugar for dessert were seized on by the in- 
vaders. 

And they were to sit ws-b-vis to this sunburnt 
stranger, bearing a startling likeness to the mur= 
dered Charlie Harburn. Meta's heart nearly 
thumped itself out of her body the moment she saw 
him. His gave a great leap that such a lovely girl 
was to be his near companion, during the dinner at 
least. Her sharp eyes took in every feature while 
he paid his addresses to the soup — very hungry 
addresses indeed,— took in the mourning ring and 
the turn of his neck, rather exposed in a tourist's 
open collar and Byron tie. It was just like poor 
Charlie's neck, and the hair had the same trick of 
falling over on the left side. Merciful Heaven! 
could it be Edward ? The face was strikingly like 
the photo she had seen of him, but not so browned ; 
and yet — 

« We've come here for health and a little amuse- 
ment/' said the General, looking across at him, 
" but it's a sad] mistake ; there's little of one and 
none of the other." 

" I only arrived an hour ago ; have been making 
my way over the mountains, and found it hard 
work to render myself intelligible, for with a poor 
smattering of French mixed with Persian, I am 
looked on as a queer character." 



In the Tyrol. 239 

The voice was Charlie's voice, there could be no 
mistake now. As she had made the acquaintance 
of his brother under an assumed name for mere fun, 
now she would be spoken of before this one in the 
like manner. € How strangely things come about/ 
she thought. 

The oberkellner interrupted the General's reply 
by handing a dish of underdone beef cut in huge 
slices. After staring at it for five minutes, he called 
to Meta. " Miss Mervyl, for the sake of Christian 
charity ask him for a nicer slice than I see be- 
fore me/' 

"Bringen Sie gefalligst einige Schnitten, Karl, 
<lie besser durchbraten sind." 

" Sogleich, mein Fraulein." 

" He will bring it directly," turning to the 
General. 

"Jenny, my love, only for the assiduity of our 
fair friend, your loving husband would be dead." 

" She is everything to us," chirped Jenny. 

The bronzed man smiled. 

"Do you make anything of a stay here, may 
I ask?" 

" I can hardly tell ; much will depend upon my 
letters. I have left my mother at Perugia, and I 
am in hopes of her joining me somewhere in the 
Tyrol." 

"Ah! I believe the shooting is good; the 
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Emperor delights in drawing the covers here- 
abouts/' said the General. 

" I have had such a surfeit of it in India that I 
do not seem to care for it here." 

" Ay, India's the place, my dear sir, I know no- 
country to be compared to it." 

" In many things, I grant you, but not in every- 
thing." Turning to Meta, " Should you like to 
extend your travels to the far-famed East ? " 

"I should like to visit Jerusalem, but not India > 
the reptile life is enough to deter the bravest 



woman." 



€< 



Oh ! you'd get quite accustomed to the inter- 
esting creatures in no time. Constant association 
would cure you of your terror," laughing. 

( Her eyes are glorious,' he thought. 

Then the General engaged him for fifteen minutes 
on the amalgamation subject. Meta met his eyes 
several times. He wondered why she looked so 
confused directly their glances met. f Perhaps her 
guardian is a sour old dog, and keeps her very 
straight-laced.' 

"Do you know of anything worth seeing in 
the neighbourhood ? " fixing his eyes full upon 
her. 

" Have you a guide book ?" 

"I hate the trouble of hawking about such a 
nuisance, and like to glean stray bits by chance." 
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"Which your knowledge of Persian assists you 
in, doubtless." 

"You forget I can speak a little French," smiling 
at her. 

" Which the peasants don't pretend to under- 
stand, nor good German either. You must have 
often found yourself in a dilemma." 
. ts Fearful ones. You should have seen me two 
days ago in a thunderstorm, driven to partake of a 
shepherd's hospitality in little better than a pigsty, 
seven half-clothed children staring at me, and his 
wife making frantic efforts to deprive me of my wet 
clothes, dragging me by main force out of my coat, 
and insisting on my occupying her husband's state 
bed till my things were dried, shrieking a wild 
patois in my ears all the time, and the pigs rushing 
about the floor in search of delicacies." 

" Had you no guide ? " 

"Yes, an Italian who knew six words of French; 
manger, fatigue, Ufa/it des eclairs/ 9 

" How ridiculous !" laughed Meta. " Then I 
presume you know nothing of Italian ? " 

" Not a word except € Buon giorno.' " 

" Just my case," said the General ; " sent out to 
India full of Latin, and then crammed with the 
languages of the East, what opportunity had I for 
the modern ones ? " 

A great pushing back of chairs on the polished 

E 
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floor, and the early diners disappeared. Mrs. 
Invery also rose and left with Meta. The young 
man gazed after her graceful figure, and wished in 
his heart she had remained. The General chal- 
leiigeu aim w a game ui billiards, and as tnere 
were no fresh papers to be read, he consented. 
Meta meanwhile pacing her room and asking her- 
self what she should do in case Mrs. Harburn came. 
Mrs. Invery pat a square of muslin over her faded 
face to ward off the attack of the flies, and composed 
herself for the afternoon. At six a huge carriage 
and jingling bells would come round, but she would 
not go this evening. No ; for once she would in- 
dulge in a stroll by the river-side, away through the 
cool vineyards. The General and his wife might 
purr all the evening, she would not be there to 
listen to " Jenny, my love ! " At four came up a 
relay of ices and claret cups, and at eight came 
a supper substantial enough for an army of 
giants. 

If the handsome Edward only knew her real 
name, how his looks would change ! " He is so 
nice/' she muttered, "and yet were he to know how 
little I deserve his mother's bitterness, he would 
pity instead of condemning me." 

They had become very great friends in a week's 
time, and the talk ran high of ascending the 
mountains in a party to watch the sun rise. Meta 



In the Tyrol. 243 

knew of a little chalet where they could find rooms, 
*nd a burden mule could carry provisions. It 
would be a delightful change, and even the General 
favoured the plan. Karl had bespoken mountain 
ponies, the weather was magnificent, so they de- 
cided upon starting, just six of them, including two 
guides. Meta said they had better leave a little 
after day-break, so as to avoid the great heat. To 
this the General consented. 

The young man had told them his name, Edward 
Harburn, and they condoled with him on the loss of 
his brother in gentle soothing words. Meta's large 
eyes filled with tears, as the subject was mentioned 
in her presence; filled and overflowed. He had 
thought her very lovely, but now in her tenderness 
she looked to him a thousand times more so. Why 
had he still lingered in the scorching valley ? Her 
«p0ll was upon him, and he could no more leave 
Meran than attempt his own life. Innocently had 
the simple-minded General told him of her thou- 
sand and one matchless qualities, even assisting 
him in his resurrection the night of his tumble 
through the bed, which caused his hearer great 
amusement. 

€t She's in trouble at the loss of some relation, 
I fancy; but we never ask her the cause of 
her deep mourning, fearing to wound her delicate 
feelings." 

e2 



244 For Beauty 9 s Sake. 

"Then yon are not her guardrail? ** asked Mr. 
Harburn in some surprise. 

u Only while travelling, my dear sir/* 

"You said yon expected your mother to join yon; 
is she coming here?" asked Meta, stepping to 
arrange her habit as they toiled up the mountain 
side. 

"I had a letter, curiously enough, last evening, 
saying she would await my return. A niece who is 
with her is unable, from a slight attack of fever, to 
travel, and my uncle thinks it better to remain 
there." 

'It most be the good old Dean/ Meta thought, 
'and his daughter Alice/ Her heart gave a great 
bound at the news, and she almost felt wicked 
enough to be thankful for the fever taking hold of 
the delicate Alice so as to detain them. She began 
to realize her position with regard to Edward 
Harburn ; out of nothing but contrariness she was 
beginning to return his love. It had come to love; 
He could not keep his secret, but let his eyes and 
his trembling fingers speak every moment. Here 
was revenge on his mother if she wanted it ; but she 
felt that she herself was deeply in love for the first 
time in her life. How would it all end ? Wilfully 
shutting her eyes on the yawning precipice at her 
feet, she drank in the deep draughts of adoration, 
devotion, and chivalrous love offered her by the man 
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toiling at her side, holding an umbrella over her 
head at the risk of being pushed over the mountain 
ride by the nervous pony starting wildly aside 
•every now and then as it felt the venomous bite of 
the pferdefliege. 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 



ON THE MOUNTAIN. 



That delicious never-to-be-forgotten day on the- 
mountain's summit ! The familiar, easy manner of 
helping to unpack the hampers. (For Puffings had 
indignantly declined being made a spectacle on thfr 
back of an ass.) How their fingers (quite by 
accident) would meet in untying the German knots. 
Such hard knots to be sure. Then, again, the 
searching about for spring water, each carrying a 
jug or bottle on their voyage of discovery. How 
the General laughed at the old withered keeper 
and her inundation of patois upon them; Meta 
finding it very difficult to render good German into 
bad for her benefit. Mrs. Invery had lost her head- 
dress in the ascent, putting in an appearance with 
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the General's yellow and scarlet pocket-handkerchief 
tied under her little retreating chin ; and how they 
all simultaneously burst out laughing at her ludic- 
rous appearance. 

" Jenny, my love, a hurdy-gurdy would complete 
you. Never saw a greater transformation in my 
life." 

They sat on a wooden bench and enjoyed their 
breakfast, Meta amusing them all the time. A 
fresh roar broke from them on the General asking 
Meta for the loan of her handkerchief to wipe his 
moustache. 

" I've no table napkin, and nothing is left me but 
the corner of the cloth, unless you take pity on me, 
Miss Mervyl." 

But she would not ; using her interest with the 
old dame, for a substitute, a veritable Turkish 
towel was produced. It had been forgotten by an 
English gentleman when he was washing himself at 
the spring; so said the dame, chuckling at her good 
fortune in possessing it. 

"Tell her Pll buy it of her in memory of the 
day," said the General. 

" No ; she wouldn't part with it. She'd lose her 
luck." 

"Heavens, what superstition! What luck can 
there be in an old bath towel ?" 

" A great deal, she thinks," replied Meta. 
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After breakfast she and Edward started off for 
wildflowers, the General being too fatigued to 
accompany them, and Mrs. Livery, who had no 
bonnet, fearing the mountain air. 

" Borrow the old dame's/' suggested her husband. 

An old wideawake was brought out with much 
pride by the dame, saying it was her best. 

" Jenny, my love, try it on." 

A fresh laugh was the result; never did she look 
so absurd. 

"I couldn't wear it. Fd be miserable going 
about at my time of life such an object/' 

On the brink of the wild mountain they stood 
gazing at the grandeur of the scene as it lay before 
them. A vast panorama of towering mountains and 
peaceful little valleys at their base, like sheep at 
rest after the day's toil. Wildflowers springing 
into unnoticed beauty ; no hand to gather, no eye to 
admire, — all so desolate, so still, so wild. As Meta 
raised her little hand to point to some distant 
mountain peak, whereon the snow still glittered, it 
was taken by her companion, — grasped rather than 
taken. With a startled, shy look, totally foreign to 
her, she turns her beautiful face upon him. His 
eyes are scorching in their fiery glance, as if he fain 
would read her very soul. 

« Forgive me for loving you. If I am presump- 
tuous, remember your beauty has sapped my very 
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soul with love; like a thirsty sponge drinking in 
the spray of a distant wave ere it reaches the rock 
whereon it lives. Think yon I could be daily with 
you and not love you ? As that great burning sun 
sheds its heat on these uncared-for flowers, so has 
the sun of your beauty cast its rays into my heart of 
hearts. Maddaiena, end my suspense ; let me hear 
you say your heart is still free — free to pour some of 
its wealth on one who loves you wildly." 

Should she tell him there and then her wretched 
name, and let him go ? Gould she vainly hope to 
keep him in ignorance for long ? Conscience was 
busy; its little, low voice said, " Tell him." Her very 
•self said, "Love is sweet, why cast it from you?" 
Crushing the small, murmuring voice, and looking 
in his bronzed face, she whispered, "Hitherto I 
have been free as the air flitting over the mountain 
tops. Now, I feel like a netted bird, and you my 
captor ." Blushing brightly as she made the con- 
fession. 

"Maddaiena, my own, do you really love me?" 
clasping her two little hands in his brown ones. 

"I fear it's something akin to it," holding her 
head down. 

" Lift up your beautiful eyes, darling ; have you 
ever loved any one before?" gazing into their 
limpid depths. 

" Never — never," returning his look. 
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" Some one has loved you, then. Ah ! you blush. 
For pity's sake tell me, Lina, my Lina," stroking 
her hand, "has any one presumed to love you ?" 

A merry laugh was her reply, and then remem- 
bering his murdered brother had offered her his 
love, she grew white to the full red lips. He 
released her hand and still stood gazing. 

"Lina," in a tremulous whisper, "what means 
your growing pale? What means your averted 
gaze, as if fearing to meet mine, so full of love for 
you ?" 

"Our thoughts are as free as yonder chamois 
leaping from rock to rock ; believe me/' her little 
head going proudly up, "in my twenty years .of life 
I have never done aught to blush for." 

Then the thought rushed into her mind of the 
falsehood she was telling. Did she not blush scarlet 
blushes in the deep, dark night, when all was silent, 
to think she was under an assumed name ; acting a 
lie in pretending to be satisfied with her lot. Acting 
a base part now in allowing this man to love her. 
Would her cheeks ever grow cool again in this 
world? She felt them on fire. And he, honest,, 
kind, good fellow, thought it was because he had 
doubted her, that the indignant blood had rushed 
to those beautiful cheeks he longed to kiss. Yes, 
because he had doubted her, so pure and good. 

" Forgive me, Lina, men are ever jealous, even of 
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the sun-kissed hair, that aught should have touched 
it save the hand of him who loves as I do. A week 
ago I never thought to be so enslaved/' taking 
her hand again. " Let us sit on these sweet, inno- 
cent flowers sent to give us hope in believing our 
path through life may be full of blessings if we 
cleave one to the other. Lina, my darling, tell me 
all your life; I want to hear every little incident 
that has befallen you from your earliest years till 
now/' casting his strong arm round her waist. 

" What have I to tell save of school life and its 
dreadful daily monotony ?" 

"But, Lina, tell me all. Where you lived, and 
ljpw you came to be with your present com- 
panions?" looking fondly in her lovely flushed 
face. 

It was just what she could not tell him. " Sup- 
pose you tell me yours instead ; mine will keep." 

" Oh, child ! you know I have been at my post in 
India ever since I left Oxford, — working hard so as 
to retire comfortably some day with you, precious 
darling. I'll work harder than ever now, for your 
Bweet sake." 

Then they were silent for a while, hand in hand, 
both busy dreaming of love, and idly letting their 
eyes wander over the opposite range of moun- 
tains. 

Presently he spoke. " Fve been in India for the 
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last five minutes, living there with, you, the admired 
of all." 

She smiled, "And what of the scorpions ?" 

"Darling, nothing would dare to molest my 
xhosen Lina. Have you no faith, child ? ■ Don't 
you think your husband's strong arm is capable of 
Letting a wee form like yoL," pressing her 
■fondly to him. 

It was like a delicious dream in which a hero 
appeared to save her from some sudden dread. 

" Are you home for long?" 

" A year ; how soon it will fly away in your dear 
presence," laying his great, brown, curly head 
against her shoulder. " When can you marry me, 
Lina?" 

She started. € Great heavens!' she thought, 
'marry him?' Then a ludicrous picture came 
before her of his mother's welcome to the wife of his 
choice. Had her life depended on it, she could not 
have helped the silvery laugh she gave vent to.' 

" What ! " lazily looking up. " The surprise you 
gave me ! Marry ? why we have only met" 

"It has nothing to do with it. We love each 
other, therefore what, in God's name, is there to 
prevent our marriage?" leaning forward so as to 
see her blushing face. 

" Tour mother will be surprised at your finding a 
j wife so soon, don't you think ?" 
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"She will love you/' laying his head on her 
shoulder again. "Who could help it? And be 
proud of you. It will be like an interposition of 
Providence, giving her a daughter in lieu of my poor- 
brother, whom she so fondly loved/' 

She shuddered. He felt the delicate frame* 
tremble. 

" Darling, how sweetly sensitive you are! The 
other day I could have kneeled before you for your 
dear tears for poor Charlie's fate. Tell me, pet, 
does it distress you hearing of that terrible time 
when my mother almost lost her reason ?" 

"Don't talk of it? I am over sensitive, and 
melancholy stories live for ever in my poor mind/' 

And they sat on till the shadows lengthened, and 
the sun lost much of his power as he prepared to 
disappear behind the opposite mountain. Seeing 
the sharp edges gradually assume a different aspect, 
it struck her how late it was, and how the nervous 
little faded woman would be anxious. 

Starting up, she said, "We must return, and 
without flowers/' 

" Nay, I will present you as the choicest in the 
Tyrol, my beautiful Lina. See, there is no sign of 
living thing in this region of quiet ; kiss me once 
ere we go in, and tell me again you love me ?" 

A curious fact, she had never kissed any man in 
her life save her father. Once her singing master 
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kneeled before her and asked the same thing; she 
had hurled the book of songs on his head with all 
her force as he knelt before her, and had then 
rushed from the room. Now it was different ; this 
man loved her as his intended wife. Who could 
tell whether her lips would ever touch his again 
were that miserable secret to leak out ? 

€t I do love you/' came her trembling voice, and 
she kissed him. 

"Ha! I was just making signs to these lazy 
guides to go in search of you, fearing something 
had happened; but they only grinned, muttering 
something about ' Sterblich verliebt,' whatever that 
means ; heaven and they know, for I don't. Here, 
Jenny, my love, they've come back." 

Meta knew perfectly well what the guides meant ; 
they were not, by any means, blind to the devoted 
care of her hero as they came up the mountain. 
Desperately in love; indeed, there was not the 
slightest doubt of it, and her blushes came and 
went as she thought of the guide's words. 

Mrs. Invery came out of some back room where 
she had been reclining on a bed of shavings, the 
yellow handkerchief slightly disarranged. 

" Oh ! dear Miss Mervyl, I was in terror lest you 
had missed your footing; and dear Boomer was just 
going to look for you. Did you see any flowers ?" 

"Only a few," said Edward, coming to Meta's 
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assistance, "jiot worth gathering; but to-morrow 
we'll go further, and look out." 

"We must get back to-morrow; I don't know 
how we are to manage about rooms, there are only 
two beds in the chalet" 

It certainly was puzzling. 

"Oh! I can sleep anywhere/' said Edward, 
laughing. " On this table." 

The old woman intimated by signs she was going 
to sleep on it. 

"Well, there would not be room for us both. 
. Suppose I try the floor ?" 

" The guides are to sleep on the floor." 

" Then I must walk about all night. Miss Mervyl, 
will you be content to slumber peacefully when a 
fellow-creature is wandering on the hillside like a 
lost sheep?" 

Meta laughed, and the General said, " Good 
Lord! you don't expect her to leave her bag of 
shavings to keep you company, eh, sir?" 

" She might talk to me through the window." 

" Highly improper ; no, no ! I'll tell you though 
how we can manage. My wife and Miss Mervyl 
shall occupy the same room, and we can take the 
other." 

So it was agreed, although Edward Harburn was 

by no means overjoyed at the prospect of such a 

.companion. After dinner they watched the moon 
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rise, and on their return made a imge fire, round 
which they all gathered and talked far into the 
night. The table was then left to receive the 
shrunken form of the hostess, and the gleaming 
embers proved of much comfort to the grateful 
guides. 

Almost in the dark they rose to catch the first 
rose-tint. The mist lifted, and the jagged outline 
of every mountain was illuminated as it were in 
burnished gold. What a sight ! Even Meta, whose 
eyes had beheld nobler scenery, was full of rapture. 
" See the streams shining in the lovely glow." 
" Yonder is ' Schloss Tyrol/ " said the General. 
" Oh, no ! We can't see it from here, the bend 
of the mountain hides it. It's the chateau of some 
count, Fve forgotten his name," Meta replied. 

" Some day, perhaps, you'll see the sun rise from 
the Himalayas, Miss Mervyl." 
" Iddio sa, I don't," sighing. 
" You shall marry a duke. Jenny says you would 
make an imposing duchess." 

"I am much obliged," laughing, "but such rare 
birds are few, dear Mrs. Invery, and don't often 
mate with the common sparrow." 

" You are a bird of paradise,", whispered her lover, 
" and no common sparrow." 

" We'll have to sparrow down the mountain, 
Jenny, my love, directly the goats have sent us a 
jug of milk." 
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"I could live up here for a month/' said 
Edward. 

" With me as a bed-fellow?" laughed the General. 
" When I awoke I found you on the floor." 

Edward laughed, saying the General tossed about 
so continually, it was impossible to obtain rest. ** 

" All pleasant things must have an end, and for 
your ingratitude you don't deserve the luxuries of 
the ' Poste.' " 

" Including the flies, Miss Mervyl. Why did you 
not mention them?" 

" They are not so bad as mosquitoes/' 

"Were you ever at Venice, talking of the 
wretched mosquitoes ? " 

"Yes, twice." 

"Well, I was there in July, and I met such a 
lovely girl feeding pigeons that I could see nothing 
but her beauty for hours after, such brown eyes and 
golden hair. She was dressed in heavy mourning 
robes. Guess who she turned out to be, Miss 
Mervyl." 

"I can't," said Meta, pressing her lips firmly 
together. 

"Why, Leila Wynton, the sister, you know, of 
the girl that was tried." 

"Ah ! yes, poor thing," said Meta, " I know the 
story." 

"We have often wondered," said the General, 

s 
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"where that poor girl Meta went to after her 
acquittal." 

" Turned into a waif, I should think/' said Meta, 
"and disappeared into some unbeaten track far 
from the haunts of men; my heart bled for her 
when she was accused/' 

What had come over her this morning that she 
could fence with such dangerous weapons, and 
escape without showing wounds ? Edward Harburn 
looked at her glowing face, and thought how noble 
a woman appeared when siding in favour of the 
weak. 

"You are full of nobility of soul, Miss Mervyl," 
trying to convey by look how much he loved her. 

" It will serve my purpose when I come to be a 
duchess," laughing merrily. 

Down the mountain side again, both of them 
straggling far behind their companions. 

" Lina, Lina, what a fearful night I passed ! The 
General seemed choking every half-hour, and wokef 
up with what I once thought were the death-rattles; 
he gurgled and groaned and made an unearthly 
noise once trying to talk. Is he sane, think 
you?" 

"Perfectly," laughing heartily. "He often fan- 
cies he is with his regiment, and bawls out, € Eyes 
front/ and other commands." 

" What a dreadful old man ! " 
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" I dare say you'll grow like him," with a saucy 
look ; " they say all Indians are alike," 

" God forbid ! But, Lina, my darling, when shall 
I tell him?" 

" About the death-rattles ?" with some of her old 
mirth. 

" No ; about my beautiful live rattle. Shall I tell 
him this evening ?" 

" Why cannot we keep our little secret to our- 
selves for awhile ? There will be endless questions 
put, and a fiery cross-examination gone through; 
parents written to, and more, more worries you are 
ignorant of, Eduardo mio." 

" But it's not honourable, my darling." 

" He is not my father. A few days one way or 
another can't matter," sighing. 

" Lina, why do you change colour so often? Don't 
you think," anxiously, "your people will be 
pleased?" 

She laid her little hand on his shoulder, he 
looking up into her face as he strode on foot beside 
her pony. 

" I should like to marry you the day before you 
leave for India, without living mortal knowing any- 
thing about it." 

u Why, in God's name, without letting our people 
know ?" a kind of foreboding overshadowing him. 
" My people are imbued and tainted with pride ; 

s2 
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they are full of old-fashioned ideas, and are intensely 
disagreeable in many other ways ; that is why I an* 
on my own resources, preferring my present mode 
of living to a life of dictation and back boards." 
He felt disappointed ; she was reticent, had told 

him literally nothing about her family ; he knew not 

* 

whether she possessed a father. Why was it ? 

"Where do your people live, darling ?" 

" Nowhere in particular; they wander from coun- 
try to country like other respectable sinners/' 

"You must hear from them, I suppose. Where 
are they now ?" 

" Paris, I believe, but it's really guesswork on 
my part, they revolve so quickly round the world. 1 * 

Next morning, after breakfast, he followed her 
into the cool passage. 

" Lina, darling, I want your likeness ; when I am 
not with you, I must have a substitute, although a 
paper one?" 

" Eeally I have not one, Fm so sorry, povero" 

" Then come out and be done." 

" Here, in this place ?" 

"Why not? One photographer is as good as 
another, at least in places like these." 

" My dear, simple man, the thing is impossible^ 
They portray the charms of the peasants to perfec- 
tion, but I am not one of the Bauerschaft" 

" To please me, Lina?" 
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"Wait till we move on, caro ; I promise you the 
tfirst opportunity." 

" When can you come out in the garden ? I have 
so much to talk of, and I am jealous of every 
moment you spend in the society of others." 

"We'll go into the vineyards when the sun 
gets weaker; say four, after the ices are demo- 
lished." 

" Would the General mind my dropping in ?" 

"He'd rather have you dropping out. But, se- 

his wife German." 

A warm grasp, and she flitted up the long polished 
passage. The General was bemoaning the uncom- 
fortable feeling after his long ride on the little 
•shuffling pony. 

" Jenny, my love, my back feels broken. Look 
at Miss Mervyl, she's as lithe as a willow sapling; 
all the mules on this side the grave would not affect 
her." 

A knock at the door, and Edward enters with a 
newspaper under his arm, the ' Homeward Mail ' in 
one hand and a dish of grapes in the other. 

"The first fruits of the season, ladies, and the 
.last news for the General." 

" Ha ! you are all welcome. Sit down." 

" You must not interrupt our studies, Mem Herr; 
it's German this morning." 
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"Oh! please include me. I love everything 
German." 

u How far can you go, Haben Sie gut geschlafen ?"' 

He shook his head. " I fear I am a dunce ; the 
fact is dawning upon me by degrees/' laughing. 

" You see, my dear sir, Miss Mervyl is so remark- 
ably clever she looks upon us as uneducated people 
and illiterate to a degree." 

S€ Boomer, my dear, don't be rude." 

" That's because you are learning to speak; never 
marry a woman with a thirst for knowledge, my 
good sir ; let her be almost ignorant, and you are 
certain of happiness." 

The little woman's thirst for knowledge consisted 
of learning three sentences, 'My bath at eight,' c l 
want a candle,' and 'Things for the laundress.'' 
Qnce these were mastered, or rather mistressed, she 
was supremely happy, ringing on purpose to try the 
effect on the busy Katerine. The morning soon 
glided past, and the same diligence was watched 
eagerly by Meta; but no enemy dismounted to 
disturb her new found happiness. The lizards 
lay in the sun with their tongues out, and a few 
hens, wishing to avoid a coup de soleil, had betaken 
themselves to a shady comer, throwing dust over 
their feathers and rejoicing they were hens. 

The great carriage had driven off, and the foxes*' 
tails dangled gracefully from the huge heads of the 
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uncombed steeds with faces like guitars. Meta had 
given the order in irreproachable German, and the 
driver cracked his whip all the way up the street as 
if acknowledging his pride in having exchanged 
words with Tfovelv a lady. PiJLg np L 
delicate dress of nearly all crepe she started for 
the gardens, escorted by her adorer. 

The Marien Garten was deserted save by the 
lizards ; on they went to the rustic walk above the 
bridge, and leading through the shadiest vineyards 
and sweetest little paths formed for lovers. The 
river was nearly dry, and but now and then a 
rippling murmur reached them as a little adven- 
turous streamlet bounded over a rock and then, as 
if amazed at its daring, sank to silence. Selecting 
a seat under a vine embankment, with clustering 
grapes hanging in tempting bunches over their 
heads, they began to talk on the one engrossing 
subject. 

"How nicely we could travel together, Lina. 
Suppose you take the old people back to London, 
let me join you there, and marry from their house ? " 

Two cunning, cold, cruel eyes were upon them; 
but they saw not, neither did they hear a stealthy 
tread Above the green bank, nor heed the parting of 
the leaves through which a sinister face looked 
down upon them with a fierce expression of hatred 
and wicked intent. 
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"And your mother, Eduardo ?" 

" Must know sooner or later, my darling; I could 
not give you up for a hundred mothers/' 

The face above them was of a palish green, 
perhaps it had borrowed the hue of the bower of 
leaves framing it, but certainly it wore an ugly 
look. They were sitting like veritable lovers hand 
in hand. 

" How beautiful you are, Lina. I almost tremble 
at the thought of the sensation you'll make in India, 
so many to worship you." 

"It would have no effect on me; my love once 
given, is given for life. I hope you think like- 
wise?" 

"I'd sooner suffer the most inhuman tortures 
than wander even in thought from you, my Lina » 

"How can we ever hear from each other, caro, 
supposing we all move in opposite directions ?" 

"We must write, and I must really tell the 
General and inform my mother. Lina, it must be 



so." 



" Ah ! well, coute que codte, I suppose it ntust be 



so." 



a 



Dearest, tell me now all I want to know ; tell 
me of your father, if you have one, and how I am 
to address him?" 

" Do you want to write to my people ?" 

" Yes." 
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"Well, you shall have the address this evening, 
at least, the agent's, for at present I know not 
where they are." 

" Thanks, my Lina, I know now you do love me/' 
clasping her in his arms. 

Two hands above were clenched, and strong white 
teeth ground together as the figure of a man crept 
.stealthily away. 



" Good Lord ! are you serious f " 

" Perfectly, I love Miss Mervyl deeply, and would 
marry her this moment if she would allow me." 

"Here, Jenny, my love, heard you anything to 
•equal this ? He wants to rob us of our little ewe 
lamb." 

"And very natural too, seeing she is so lovely. 
I shall feel like losing a dear child," here the faded 
face was buried in a handkerchief. 

" I have written to her father, also to my mother 
on the subject." 

"Very proper, very right. Lord ! to think of it." 

When Meta appeared she was kissed by her little 
iriend, and rated by the General. 

" Where's your duke, Miss Lina ? Ha ! I 
thought you were going to do wonders in the 
matrimonial market." 

She had stooped to a few more acts of deceit 
since her seat on the bank. Had written privately 
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to Mr. Hookim, stating her position, and asking 
him to take the necessary care needed with regard 
to Mr. Harburn's letter. One more lie she thought 
cannot be a matter of much consequence. When 
the answers come, I'll coax them to move on some* 
where, or his mother will be coming to the rescue. 

Another letter from Leila. She had met Alic 
Garston by accident on the San Marco, and he 
promised to keep their name and trying position a 
secret from his companions. He talks of joining 
Mr. Harburn, and has written to his mother for his 
address. " Papa, I fear, gambles as much as ever, but 
we are always well off in the money way wherever it 
comes from. I am almost sure the saying we were 
ruined was a plot got up by Villiers Frampton and 
papa to induce you to marry the former. I saw a 
letter from him, a few days ago, to papa, it had the 
Botzen postmark, so he is close to you, darling." 

Letters always brought her annoyances. Here 
were two; Alic Carston hunting up Edward, and 
her grievous enemy on her track, almost within 
walking distance— a walk a man would think 
nothing of. He might enter the hotel any day, 
call her by her real name, and cover her with 
shame. She was very miserable. Even the strong 
devoted love of the man she was deceiving did not 
cast out all her fears. What should she do ? Ask 
them to leave, or say she was called away for a 
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time. Which, which shall it be? Moving across 
her room with her hands clasped. Every hour she 
delayed brought the danger nearer. Never was she 
in a sorer strait. Never had more anxious eyes 
watched the dusty diligence that day than hers ; — a 
short prayer of relief as the last occupant descended 
without a trace of the bloodhound. Were they to 
leave, they must return to Botzen to go by. the 
Brenner. This was a new source of trouble; the 
camp of the enemy would have to be passed before 
taking up fresh ground. 

" Oh ! kind Heaven help me ! " she cried, as a 
peaceful stream of nuns came out of the little 
convent opposite, bearing the outward mark of 
contentment and resignation. 



268 



CHAPTEE XV. 

THE POISONED ARROW. 

They parted at the pretty little Botzen station, and 
two cruel eyes watched the spasm of pain on the 
fiunburnt face of Meta's lover; noted the clasped 
hands mingling together in the last good-bye ; saw 
the large tears start from her beautiful eyes, and a 
-quiver pass over those scarlet lips he had never 
touched, and he cursed the more favoured lover as 
he thought of the love scene under the drooping 
vines. 

"Write to me every day till I come, Lina, my 
heart's chosen ; promise, every day." 

" Yes," repeating after him ; " every day." 
" Think of me always, darling, as I shall do of 
jou. Oh ! it is hard to let you go without me. 1 
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" But we shall meet again when your mother is 
better, cwro rrrio ; you must not be cast down." . . • 

" Ha ! Jenny, my love, don't stand too near the 
door. Miss Mervyl, have you the tickets ? " 

"Yes, quite safe; I never lose anything." 

"Only your heart, ha! ha! you forgot that," : 
chuckling to himself at his sharpness. 

A few more sighing "good-byes," and they 
were away, a man getting into the end carriage last 
of all, and unperceived by Meta, whose tearful eyes 
were fixed on the form of her lover. On went the 
train bearing her bitterest enemy only a few 
carriages from hers. He would not lose sight of her 
now that his hour for revenge was almost at hand. 
No, under the cover of the crowd, he would watch 
as he had watched on many previous occasions, 
sneak as he had also done, and have a fresh page of 
revenge added to his already crowded book of evil 
deeds. 

" The only one woman I ever really fancied, and 
to see her slipping from me ; curses on them all ! 9> 
His face grew very dark, and the cruel teeth showed 
themselves as he dwelt on the subject. " She's a 
bold hand at deceit ; going to carry it on to the 
end. We'll see, Meta Wynton." 

And Meta forced her tears back, and showed her 
tickets directly the surly collector thrust his head 
in with a deep " Wohin denn ? " 
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" Naoh Insbruck^ she replied* 

The head was withdrawn and the General said, 
u I could not have answered him ; teach me what 
you said, Miss. Mervyl." 

She taught him many little sayings after an 
hour's difficulty. The Brenner occupied them un- 
til they reached the straggling old town, where they 
rested for the night. Villiers Frampton also rested, 
but at the hotel directly opposite, so that he could 
watch the movements of the woman he persecuted. 
He could see her in her room flitting about, some* 
times gazing from the window at the busy peasants 
in their holiday dress. Then he saw her leave with 
a letter in her hand, and trail her graceful skirts up 
the long narrow street to the post-office. No, he 
would not let her know he was there. The surprise 
at the right time would be worth waiting for. It 
had not come yet. 

A letter followed the General from Meran, pur- 
porting to come frgrn Mr, Mervyl, thanking him for 
his care of his daughter Maddalena. Then the 
writer dwelt on the position offered her by a Mr. 
Harburn, who seemed an honourable young man, 
judging by his correspondence. If the General was 
thinking of returning to England, the writer would 
take the earliest opportunity to call and thank him 
personally for his kind interest in Miss Mervyl. If 
she liked her suitor, he saw no reason why she should 
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not marry him ; she would be of age soon, and was 
capable of judging for herself. The health of one 
member of his dear family still kept them in Italy, 
but he hoped before November to return to London. 
Signed, Onslow Mervyl. 

" Ha ! from your father. Well, if he is not in 
England by the time Harburn wants to marry you, 
my little wife will give you a wedding-breakfast, 
and I'll give you away, although with much 
regret." 

Meta smiled sadly. " I am not worthy of your 
great kindness ; indeed I am not/ 9 

" Stuff and nonsense. Ha ! young women always 
say the same thing. Jenny, my love, tell her she is 
quite welcome to her wedding-cake." 

And so it came about that they would return to 
Olapham and wait the coming of the anxious bride- 
groom. Meta could not believe but that something 
would happen long before the wedding day arrived 
to show her history up, and drive her into ob- 
scurity. 

Saltzburg they visited, where they waited for 
letters. Edward Harburn had travelled back to 
Perugia and found his mother better, but unable to 
bear a journey for some time. Many searching 
questions she put to him about the beautiful 
Maddalena ; still she suspected not, and said if she 
were a lovable, nice sort of girl, she would welcome 
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her as a daughter, feeling, at the same time, very 
mortified that he had found it necessary to love any 
one but his adoring mother. 

Spare me telling the long, glowing, burning letter 

f\\ loiro no a ran 4". \rt\ nKakt* txtViiIa ©+•. So.lf.wnTITO' Sill- 

ficient to say he made it very clear to her that his 
mother was anxious to claim her as a Harburn, and 
the sooner the time came the better she would be 
pleased. 

Meta smiled an unbelieving smile over this letter 
containing a lover's appeal in the postscript for her 
photo. " My mother wants to see the dear face I 
worship ; don't refuse me Lina, my little wife." It 
was an ordeal she did not intend to go through, the 
having her likeness taken. Had she not seen her- 
self hawked all over London for a penny. If she 
bought any little purchase at a stationer's, she was 
certain to have the wrapper containing a hideous 
resemblance of herself. 'No, no/ she thought; 
( I've been done and re-done enough, for one's life/ 

56, Arundel Gardens. How many things had 
happened since they last left the airy rooms and the 
grinning page ? A sort of unbelief in the happiness 
of her future life took possession of Meta as she 
superintended the arranging of her wardrobe. 
Next day she went to Mr. Hookim's, had as long an 
interview as previously. The words of her Mend — 
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whispered words — were " It would not be right, my 
dear Miss Wynton, better not go through with it/' 
and her face assumed a troubled look at these words. 

" There is nothing else left me." 

He rubbed his chin thoughtfully. "Allow me to 
break matters to him ? " 

" Not for worlds ; I could not." 

"Well do nothing rash till you hear from me," 
handing her a large blue envelope. "It's the 
the interest for the half-year and will buy you the 
trousseau." 

Then he had her mother's money saved from the 
wreck. Her astonished look amused him. 

"Your father had a lucky venture some six 
months ago, and paid a large amount into our hands 
for you and Leila, dividing the interest equally. 
Are you satisfied ? " 

"His money ! Its touch is pollution." 

" It's your poor mother's money, child ; or at least 
to replace part of her fortune which should have 
been nursed for you two girls." 

She refused the money twice until he grew angry, 
telling her it was her own lawful allowance. The 
four-wheeled cab was packed with all her Langton 
goods and chattels, which he said were too valuable 
to waste. Bidding him a sorrowful " good bye," — 
for she felt unusually depressed — she bent her way 
back to the General's, almost driving over her 

T 
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enemy, Mr. Sismann, but she saw him not. The 
drawing-room was fall of callers, so the page in- 
formed her, and, fearing to meet any one that knew 
her, she went immediately to her room. 

On the boxes'was the name of 'Mervyl/ but it took 
her a long time inspecting every scrap of writing 
lest the ill-fated name Wynton should turn up. At 
dinner the General informed her he had the offer of 
a box at the Opera, which she and € Jenny, my love ' 
could take. He hated being obliged to sit out any- 
thing so tedious. Would they go ? 

" Yes, she had no objection." 

She could have bitten her little tongue out after- 
wards for assenting to such a mad proceeding. 
She at an opera, to be the cynosure of a thousand 
eyes, and doubtless recognized ! Oh ! for a mask to 
hide her poor face. Then came a hundred and one 
questions as to what Jenny should wear; would 
Miss Mervyl advise ruby velvet ? 

" Oh ! anything, dear Mrs. Invery ; what does it 
signify ? " 

The little woman was hurt ; " anything was not 
the thing for Miss Mervyl to recommend." 

She made her peace, however, by inspecting 
Jenny's wardrobe and selecting the ruby velvet for 
the display of her faded little person. 

There was a great deal of whispering in the next 
box as Meta took her seat, and the words st How 
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-exquisitely lovely !" reached her, causing her cheeks 
to tingle. Getting well behind the curtain, she 
peeped carefully out. No; she' saw no familiar 
face. The General's wife was like a child, so 
pleased with everything. Meta took pains to ex- 
plain who the different singers were, but Jenny only 
nodded and smiled. Eleven o'clock found her fast 
asleep with her gorgeous head-dress hanging by 
one treacherous pin, and showing decided symptoms 
of breaking from its moorings. Her mouth was 
open wide, and the head with its precious freight 
rolled laboriously. This, then, was the end of her 
excitement — going to the opera. Poor little simple 
woman ; she had better have remained with " Dear 
Boomer," and purred over their halcyon days. 
When the curtain fell for the last time, Meta felt 
thankful ; the little friend was roused out of a deep 
slumber, muttering, "Yes, dear, the window is 
open." 

In the crush, hoping still to escape, a tall, aristo- 
cratic woman, with a pleasant-looking son, stare at 
her, whisper together, — look again. It is Lady 
Starlington, of Langtonmead. Her head goes up 
several inches higher as Meta, with burning cheeks, 
meets her scornful gaze. The heir she had skated 
pleasantly with moves away. They evidently be- 
lieve her guilty still. She was glad they had not 
spoken, but grieved to see their umistakable scorn. 

t2 
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How her soul rebelled and her spirit rose in arms- 
against her misfortune. She could have cried 
aloud, "I am innocent, oh! ye unbelievers!" so- 
much anguish did she feel. 

Home again and two letters for her; one from 
Edward and the other from his mother. Sha^ 
opened hers first, fearing she knew not what; but 
it was all kindness, saying how she longed to see 
her; but feared the pleasure must be deferred for a 
while, as her strength was not much to boast of. 
Then she read his. He was coming to claim his 
bride and carry her away to the sunny south out of 
the London fogs. His mother would meet them at 
Mentone, or wherever his darling Lina thought 
would be a pleasant winter place. " I shall travel 
all day and night, so anxious am I to see your 
beautiful self." Then again he told her to prepare 
for her wedding, for he had faithfully promised his 
mother to be absent only a short time. "I have 
your father's consent, darling, so there is nothing 
to keep us back." 

She told part of the contents to Mrs. Invery,. 
who smiled and said she had ordered the cake to be 
ready a week ago, in case of Mr. Harburn's hurrying 
on the wedding. " To-morrow you must see about 
your trousseau, my dear. Now in these days of 
machinery, it's astonishing what little notice they 
require." 
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Whether she meant the machines themselves or 
iihe people, was not very clear to Meta's ideas. He 
was coming, and she was going to be married. Her 
father had written in the same assumed name. It 
lad once belonged to some members of her mother's 
family, and she wished they could legally adopt it. 
.She dare not marry in the name of Wynton ; what 
should she do ? Now, at the eleventh hour should 
she undeceive him? Could she bear to see his 
reproachful look when he found he had been 
deceived ? But was she not innocent ? Why then 
should she not stay and carry out her promise ? But, 
the name ? She must risk it ; her heart loved too 
fondly to give him up ; besides, what a blow to the 
pride of his mother; even supposing he separated 
from her afterwards, the little ruse would have done 
good work. No ; let come what would, she made up 
her mind to abide by all. 

It was bright October weather, just cold enough 
for furs and velvet. She had laid aside her heavy 
silk and crepe, and was dressed in becoming black 
<velvet, with profuse jet ornaments and dangling 
beads. Puffings told her there was not a second 
Miss Mervyl in the world. The page grinned his 
.admiration, and ' Jenny, my love* took to calling 
ler "Lina," and timidly letting her thin, ratty, 
tony hand stray fondly over the girl's rich hair — a 
Wue black curl falling gracefully from behind the 
.smallest and whitest of ears. 
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Ha ! you look well ; is he coming to day to see- 
the effect ?" said the General, touching her well- 
fitting robe with his finger. 

" I rather think so, provided there has been no 
collision in the Channel, and no unforeseen accident 
on the Paris line." 

As she spoke a cab thundered up ; a knock, and 
ring at the bell, caused several next door heads to 
see if it were the Fire Brigade. He was in the 
room and had embraced Lina before the General 
could give vent to his pet exclamation of "Good 
Lord ! » 

"Lina, my best beloved, how beautiful you 
look ! » 

And she did look uncommonly lovely as she ex- 
tricated herself from his arms with a bright blush 
on her face. It made the General feel almost boy- 
like to see such perfect, simple, pure love like 
Edward's. 

" You are a sensible fellow, Harburn. Ha ! no 
shilly-shally nonsense. Just what I said to Jenny;. 
f I love you ; will you marry me ? ' and by 
Jove ! sir, she did, in a very quick, business-like 
manner." 

" Boomer, my dear/' pleaded the faded Jenny. . . 

"I see by your face, darling, you are glad to* 
see me." 

" Very ; you know it." 
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"And this?" holding out a' longish envelope 
containing the " special/' 

" I don't know what it is/' blushing. 

" No need to wait three weary weeks ; we can be 
married now if you like/' 

"Oh! Edward; I—" 

She could not finish her sentence. The General 
bustled out with Jenny, muttering about "taking 
an airing/' 

" I what ? " throwing his arms round her. 

" Did not expect you so soon/' 

" A nice welcome. Tour eyes shot the sweetest 
welcome to me on my entering the room, and now 
you say you did not expect me." 

" Let me look at the dreadful paper you have — 
the warrant/' laughing. 

"Yes/' he said, kissing her; "the warrant — the 
pledge — that is to bind me over to you for life in 
all the deepest love and peace. Do you think I'll 
ever break it, Lina, my own ? " 

Should she tell him then there was a just reason 
for him to break it. e I won't,' she thought ; and 
laying her little head against his rough travelling- 
coat, she swore to love none but him in the wide 
world. 

A week after that day a modest-looking party 
gathered in St. Thomas's. The General was to 
give Meta away, and an Indian friend of Edward's 
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appeared as "best man." At the bride's earnest 
entreaty they had bidden no one save an elderly 
couple, blind and halt, that had known the honest 
old General in his palmy days, when living like a 
Rajah in the East. There were no bridesmaids, and 
no fuss. Meta was richly but quietly dressed. She 
had thrown off her mourning for the occasion, and 
leaning on the General's arm quietly advanced to 
the altar. No veil fell in graceful softness from her 
well-shaped head. Instead she wore a white chip 
bonnet with the usual bridal decorations, a high, 
well-fitting dress of rich white silk, over which was 
carelessly thrown a superb mantle of Brussels lace, 
once her mother's. 

Calm, self-possessed she stood, with downcast 
eyes, listening to the deep voice of the clergyman. 
A spasm passed over her face as the words "I 
require and charge you both — " rose loud and clear, 
and died into silence. A man passed swiftly to the 
altar rails ; laying his hand on Edward's arm and 
his white face close to his ear, he hissed the words, 
" Would you marry your brother's murderess ? 
This is Meta Wynton." 

One despairing anguished glance at the pale 
drooping bride, one stride, and Edward is half gone 
from the church, — returns, grasps her arm. " For 
the sake of saving me from madness, does this man 
speak the truth ? Are you Meta Wynton ? " 
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Oh ! the agony of his glance as it burned into her 
trembling soul. Her quivering face told him, ere 
the white lips said " Yes." A start of horror, a 
whispered word to the clergyman, and he was gone. 

The General fumed and tore his best white gloves. 
** Ha ! would she tell him what was the matter ? " 

f Jenny, my love/ and her blind friends gathered 
round the poor bride, chirping inquiries. The 
clergyman shut his book and quietly walked off, 
followed by the clerk, with his mouth open to know 
what the lady in white had done. She was hurried 
into the carriage by the cross General, who banged 
the door on her beautiful lace, nearly squeezing her 
wedding hand that was to go in with the lace. 

Would tears never come to her relief? Why had 
-she not told him ? This, then, was Villiers 
Frampton's last act of revenge. He had showed 
no mercy from the first, why should he now begin ? 

56, Arundel Gardens. The page is ready to grin 
lis congratulations, but why had his master come 
home in the bride's carriage ? Surely he had not 
committed bigamy, and done Jenny such a grievous 
wrong. Meta's face showed differently to that of a 
blushing happy bride, and the boy fell back open- 
mouthed and silent as her beautiful figure passed 
with its rustling silk. If the people would only go, 
<she would tell them her miserable story, and creep 
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away to some lonely place for the remainder of her 
life. 

A timid knock at her door and the General's 
little wife came in. Flinging her spare arms round 
the drooping form, €€ Tell me, Lina, why were you 
not married ? " 

" My enemy, my peace destroyer found me. The 
man, — the terrible man that brought all my trouble 
on me. When you hear I am Meta Wynton, can 
you forgive me for creeping under the shelter of 
your roof when all others were denied me ? " 

" Poor child ! poor sorely tried child ! " cried the 
good little woman, embracing her closer still. 

"I am going to leave you now my dreadful 
blotted name is known ." Then standing erect 
before her, and with raised hands, heavenwards,. 
" I am innocent, Mrs. Invery ; by the Heaven 
above us I am innocent." Sinking down again, she 
wept. 

" Hush ! you shall not leave us. We believe in 
your innocence, — have ever done so, thank God! 
No bitter word was ever uttered in this house 
against you ; and once we thought of offering you a 
home." There was great good in the little woman 
— great feeling. 

Meta warmly embraced her. " I could not live 
here to be pointed at ; I must go to-morrow." 

"With me, but not alone, poor stricken child, 
poor motherless child." 
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The gentle kind words made her weep again. 
" You are a noble little woman, and God has blessed 
you in your life of peace." 

Then came the General's voice calling on Jenny*. 
Would she take into consideration his anxiety, and 
not stay huddled up with their friend, giving her a 
headache talking. 

Gathering her trailing silk, Meta determined to 
tell the General. The blind guests had gone, and 
the drawing-room was deserted. On the air came 
the heavy perfume of flowers— wedding flowers 
— mixed with the odour of rich soups and entrees. 
Pale as her dress, but very calm, she poured into 
his ear her past life ; how she had determined to 
work, partly from their position and partly from her 
hatred to her father. She did not spare herself, 
neither did she her enemies. 

At the close of the confession the old man 
pressed her hand. "Ha ! our home is still yours; 
we have always pitied you, both Jenny and I. 
Why did you not tell us at first ? " 

"I lacked the courage, thinking you would order 
me from your house. I was alone in the world 
and without means; the offer was too opportune 
to fling away." 

u Then that sneaking ruffian wasFrampton ? " 

"Yes, the curse of my life; there is nothing he- 
would not do." 
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" Good Lord ! to think of the humiliating scene 
to-day. Harburn walking off, that white-faced 
sneak disappearing directly he had done his vile 
work, and you, the handsomest woman in London, 
left like a fool." 

In all her sorrow she could not help smiling. 

"Jenny, my love, put your green dress by; it 
looks dreadful." 

Meta then retired to her own room. She had 
kept up bravely through a worse trial, would she 
let this one crush her ? One look in the glass at 
her white face and glossy dress ; a dress and no 
wedding — orange blossoms and no bride. 
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CHAPTEB XVI. 

FOR WEAL OR FOR WOE. 

The end of November, and the yellow fog hangs 
like a vast curtain of gloom over the metropolis. 
The streets are damp and cheerless, and the dim 
lamps do their best to outwit their enemy, and shed 
a little sickly light on the scene. 

At one of the West-End hotels is Edward Harburn, 
never absent from it since that memorable October 
morning when he stood beside the only woman he 
had truly loved. He is sitting in an invalid's chair, 
looking worn and emaciated. After weeks of brain 
fever who could rise up with a fresh healthy face 
and strong body ? He looks the merest shadow of his 
former self. His once rich supply of curls cut off in 
patches by the doctor's ruthless hand ; a few stray 
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<rarls only are left to indicate what rich clusters were 
once flourishing on his poor head. Alic Carston is 
with him; has nursed him like a woman for the 
sake of the love he bore his dead brother. " Mis- 
fortunes never come singly," so saith the old adage, 
and in this case it turned out true. 

When Mrs. Harburn heard the news of her son's 
illness, she hastened from Perugia with all the anxiety 
of a mother for her only son. Changing trains she 
slipped and fractured her arm. "A compound 
fracture," so said the doctor, and in spite of her 
tearful entreaties she was detained at Florence, 
where her niece Alice nursed her carefully. Alic 
was telegraphed to, and immediately responded to 
the call by taking Mrs. Harburn's place at the bed- 
side of the delirious young man. 

Oh ! how poor Edward called on Lina to tell him 
the truth. Once he mentioned Leila's name, causing 
Alic to start with surprise. 

Weeks passed and still he was weak and shaken, 
scarcely conscious of his friend's presence, until at 
last the fever was got under, and he showed signs 
of improving. Beckoning to Alic he said, in a low 
voice, " You must find her for me ; promise to do all 
you can to dispover where she is." 

" Indeed, I will, old fellow ; if she is not in London 
she must be abroad." 

"Carston, on your soul, you bejieve her inno- 
cent?" 
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"1 take Heaven to witness she is as pure with 
Tegard to that terrible crime as you are." 

" Thank God ; I never really doubted her myself, 
but it was cruel to deceive me, and leave me open to 
the devilish means he took to undeceive me. Shall 
I ever forget that morning ? " 

" You know your poor brother asked her to marry 
him?" 

" No, I never knew," flushing. 

" Ah ! well, he did. Then that ruffian Frampton 
•came to their house and began a series of persecu- 
tions little short of devilry. I believe he is the 
guilty one, but we can't prove it. The little French 
maid could, were she alive." 

Edward was growing excited, and his friend 
thought it advisable to stop. 

" There's an agent called Hookim ; he knows her 
address always. Go to him from me and tell him it 
is almost a dying man's request that he will call on 
me here at once." 

" You are not yet strong enough, Harburn." 

" Go, my good fellow, the suspense is worse to 
bear." 

" Poor Lina," he continued, " we have both suf- 
fered, but I will make it up to you." 

Mr. Hookim said " Mr. Harburn had dealt very 
-cruelly by Miss Wynton, but he would call on 
him." 
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Alic had given him great comfort. The day 
before he had gone to 56, but found the house 
deserted. The page knew nothing of his master, 
and looked very surly indeed at Alic, thinking per- 
haps he was a mend of the man that had driven the 
roses from the loveliest cheeks his small inexperienced 
eyes had ever beheld. 

Mr. Hookim sat a very long time with Mr. Har- 
burn, and when he found that young man's mind 
still bent on his friend Meta, he gradually thawed 
and gave him some valuable advice. Mr. Villiers 
Frampton's doings were freely descanted on, even to 
the tempting jar of jam which Mr. Hookim had 
analysed, and found it contained a narcotic deftly 
mixed with the strawberries. Mr. Hookim expressed 
his belief that Frampton wanted to carry Miss 
Wynton off during the effects of the narcotic, and it 
was a blessing she had not partaken of it. Yes, he 
knew where she was ; she had been ill, the strongest 
constitution could not keep up under the shocks 
hers had received. Her sister Leila was with her, 
and the General's wife was like a mother to both the 
girls. Poor young things ! a man must be made of 
iron not to extend some pity to them. Then Mr. 
Hookim rose to leave, saying his time was precious. 
Her address was " Villa Bourbon, Arcachon," not 
very far from Bordeaux, a quiet little watering-place,, 
where she had the peace she so much needed. 
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Edward would write that instant to her praying for 
forgiveness. His mother knew her only as Miss 
Mervyl. He had kept his own miserable secret, 
and now all the mothers in Europe would not deter 
him from offering her his love once more. It was a 
long, pleading, touching letter; a letter to soften 
any woman's heart harder even than poor Meta's. 
She and Leila were strolling together when the 
stent form of Puffings ran after them. 

" A letter for you, Miss Mervyl." 

Grasping Leila's arm, Meta whispered, " Prom 
him?" 

« Eead it, dear." 

Oh ! such burning words, and how her thirsty 
spirit % drank them in. Forgive him T He had to 
forgive her. Poor Edward, and he had been so ill^ 
too. Lifting her glowing face to her sister's, she 
said, 

"Alic Carston has nursed him all these weeks. 
See what a prize you possess in your giant lover." 

Laughing, she ran to her devoted friend Jenny. 
They were like one devoted family, and Meta had 
feeling enough to value the love bestowed on her by 
these simple good people. 

" You little prophetess," kissing her faded cheek, 
if this is from Edward, and he has forgiven me." 

" Oh ! my child, my dear Lina, how thankful I 

v 
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am ; now the next wedding breakfast won't be left 
to the servants, thank Heaven." 

When the General heard the news he only 
grumbled. 

'*' Shaving his head has brought him to his senses. 
Ha ! a nice-mannered fellow leaving his entertainers 
in the way he did." 

" But he has forgiven me, dear General." 

"Who would not, except it were some brute 
without understanding." 

Many love-laden letters passed between them 
during his convalescence. The only dread he had 
was his mother. Every time the door opened hastily 
he feared to look up lest her face would be there to 
meet his. She was better, and contemplating joining 
him. Could he only muster sufficient strength to 
get away before she came. How he ate everything 
that was ordered, and drank up tonics greedily, 
without voting them a ' bore ' and e confounded rub- 
bish/ And his strength came again like Samson's, 
his curls grew, flesh filled up the hollow cheeks, and 
the excitement of outwitting his loving mother lent 
a bright look to his face. He had been out several 
times to get accustomed to the sharp air before 
venturing on his journey. 

Alic, hearing Leila was at Bourbon Villa, deter- 
mined on accompanying him " just to see after his 
comfort a little," so the deceitful fellow said. 
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The day before they left, a message was wired to 
Florence telling the mother not to leave the beautiful 
-city, as they were about to join her there, travel- 
ling very slowly. But slow travelling did not by 
any means suit the ideas of the again ardent young 
lover. No, he'd go as fast as the mail train could 
convey him. Alic didn't mind a bit how fast they 
went ; he could sleep as well in the train as out of it. 

Whirling along, Edward's thoughts went back to 
the day he was speeding on to London to join her. 
Now he was bent on the same purpose. It would 
not be very long before he would hold her in his 
arms, whispering the fondest words of love. He 
had suffered terribly during those weeks of coming 
to ; suffered on her account as well as his own. He 
had been too hasty in leaving her; had he but 
remained to hear her reason for deceiving him, they 
might have been married now, and all his illness 
avoided. He imagined he had been half mad ; how 
he dashed out of the church, and away he knew not 
where, plunging along the streets heeding none 
but heeded by many in his headlong speed, some 
looking after him expecting to see him seized 
on by the police as a runaway thief or escaped 
lunatic. Now, thank God, he knew the worst; 
knew she, even Meta Wynton, loved him very 
deeply. Had she not confessed her reason for 
keeping that miserable name a secret. He could 

u2 
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well forgive her now for the sake of her love. Poor 
thing ! to think of all the bitter trials she had gone 
through since her meeting the Harburn family. 
Then his mother, what would she say to his bride T 
He would write and tell her directly they were 
married ; certainly not before, and if she was willing 
they could visit her, but he would brook no unkind- 
ness shown his wife. His heart felt very large as 
he dwelt on the subject of "my wife." How impor- 
tant he appeared in his own eyes, and how delighted 
he would be to purchase pretty things for "my 
wife ! " Confound it, though, he didn't know quite 
enough of French to walk coolly into a shop and 
demand this or that for "my wife." 

Bourbon Villa looked very well, standing out on 
a nice bit of rising ground, surrounded by vines> 
and with a view of the glorious bay, on which the 
sun was brightly beaming. There had been a little 
frost, but now the air is more genial. The Wyn- 
ton girls are ascending the vine-clad hill leading 
to their retreat. The train has shrieked its 
arrival from Bordeaux, and a few pedestrians are 
wending their way towards the town. Two men, 
evidently English, are inquiring in bad French for 
a family called " Invery, Bourbon Villa." The one 
carriage proprietor lifts his whip, and points to 
the white nest on the hill. Edward has not suffi- 
cient strength to walk it ; he feels faint and weary 
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after his journey. Gathering his traps, containing 
his wedding suit and a superb present for his dear 
Lina, they proceed at a jog-trot sort of pace over 
the rough road. There are many pretty villas and 
bright-eyed peasants on the way, but these are un- 
noticed by Edward; his eyes are riveted on the 
white house, with summer verandah and sloping 
roof, and long windows round which the vine and 
roses creep together. As he approaches, he dis- 
tinguishes two matchless figures in the tightest of 
jackets and smallest of hats. These young ladies 
have walking-sticks to assist their high heels up 
and down that treacherous incline. He turns very 
white and then very red. Alic follows suit. Now 
the sun converts that head of golden hair into a 
glittering ball, almost dazzling. Will the horse 
ever reach the top? He'd get out, only the man 
would doubtless think him raving mad to stop the 
•creaking conveyance midway up the hill — a per- 
pendicular hill. 

"I'll jump out; it's cruel on the poor horse/' 
said Alic, rattling at the handle. 

" For my sake sit still; we are just there/' arrest- 
ing his intention. 

Another panting pull, another courageous cheer 
from the coachee, and the lumbering convey- 
.ance is before the pretty porch. Out Edward 
-springs, and down the slope, to meet the figure in 
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the little jacket. What cared he for Leila's large- 
brown eyes of astonishment ? He only looked at 
Meta, his very own, much-prized, much-suspected, 
* promised wife. 

" Lina, my Lina, am I really forgiven ? " 

"Poor Edward, how thin and ill you look!" 
great tears making her lovely eyes like moist stars 
twinkling after an inquisitive shower. 

" 111 ? It's a wonder Fm alive. Oh, Lina ! my 
separation from you has been worse than the most 
excruciating torture inflicted on unbelievers in 
the next world. I was almost mad, my darling;, 
and when I came to myself I sent for you, but you 
had flown, no one knew whither, and all my old 
misery returned twofold upon me. Lina, thank 
God I never spoke harshly of you, poor ill-used 
darling ! " 

" Edward, need I tell you all the misery I en- 
dured ? all the times I was on the point of flying 
for ever from you, sooner than let my wretched 
name be dragged into publicity again? Surely I 
have been punished, and the ordeal of the last trial 
was almost as bad as the first." 

They walked back to the house, where Alic and 
Leila were entertaining the General and his good 
little wife. 

"Ha! you've made a wonderful recovery, my 
dear sir. Jenny, my love, don't you see Mr* 
Harburn ? " 
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" You are indeed welcome/' looking at him with 
tearful eyes, i€ and we all trust your future life may 
be spared the anxieties of the past." 

" Thanks ; you are very kind, and have been like 
a mother to my poor little Lina; she will never 
forget you." 

" Do you remember the San Marco, Miss Leila, 
and the fright my presence caused you ? " 

" Ah ! well. I did not venture out for a long 
timfc after that. And then another time I was pur- 
sued by inquisitive people to learn my name. 
Amongst the frights I had, was nearly running 
against Mr. Si smarm, who was very bitter against 



us." 
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I remember. Don't let us go back to sad 
times; we have come to raise the curtain of the 
fdture, and live only in its promised pleasures » 

" When do you join your mother," asked Meta, 
with a bright blush. 

"It will depend on you. Did you note all the 
lHggage stowed away in the venture ? " 

" Yes ; why so much ? " 

"My wedding garments, my entire wardrobe, 
until we prepare for India. Say now, before these 
good people, when shall it be ?" 

The General laughed, and Jenny nearly cried; 
Leila was all blushes, as she met Alices fond eyes ; 
and Meta had disappeared. 
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Well, a nice answer I've got after risking my 
life, travelling so soon after my serious illness/' 

They all laughed now at the doleful expression of 
his face. 

"Lina did not like so many witnesses," said 
Leila. 

" That's just why I asked her before yon all, so 
that she could not possibly go back from her 
word." 

" She's in the little morning room, Harburn ; go 
and find her." 

Acting on the General's advice, he cautiously 
opened the door, and there, gazing from the win- 
dow with her tear-stained face, was Lina. "My 
little sorrowing bride, have I offended you ? " 

No answer. 

" Lina, darling, what is it ? " 

" Tour mother will be miserable," she whispered. 
" Why should I cause so much unhappiness ? " 

" You will be my greatest treasure," taking her 
in his arms; "why cast a cloud on my joy by 
imagining there will be none in her lot once she 
knows who my precious wife is ? Lina, our love is 
too deeply rooted to be shaken by the passing 
storm of a mother's anger; life is not worth our 
making ourselves unhappy because of her preju- 
dices. Our lot will be cast in India for many 
years, where you will be as a little idolized queen, 
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Tseloved by me, and leading in your train a host of 
worshippers." 

"Will you never regret it, do you think ?" 
gazing into his face. 

"Lina, Lina ! ask me if I regret being spared to 
sit beside you now, to hold you to my heart, swear- 
ing to love only you in this world. Are you not 
satisfied ? " 

Her answer was a great convulsive sob, as he hid 
her blushing face against his shoulder. 

Alic Oarston was very happy, and very miserable, 
and very jealous ; happy because he was with Leila, 
miserable because he was uncertain whether to ask 
her to marry him, and jealous because his friend 
was about ^be maxried, indifferent to the opinion 
of any one, and rejoicing in the lovely presence of 
his beloved Lina. 

Edward saw he had something on his mind, and 
accosted him, "Good old boy, what have you in 
that giant head of yours ? " 

"A great deal — Latin, Greek — " 

" Oh ! stop your nonsense ; there's something on 
your mind ? " 

"A great deal; Fve lost two good months of 
43tudy doing nurse to you." 

" Come, Oarston, make a clean breast of it ; 
you're in love ? " 

A nod. 
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« With Leila ?" 

Another nod. 

" Why don't yon marry her the same day I marry 
Iina?" 

" I've no clothes with me, except an evening 
suit." 

" Oh ! hang the clothes ; yon can get ready-made 
things at Bordeaux." 

" A nice gay I'd look in small French things only 
down to my ankles ; a fellow likes to look decent 
on snch an occasion." 

" Any tailor will rig yon ont in a week's time." 

" Yon see, Harburn, I did not come prepared for 
snch an undertaking." 

" Well, settle it to your own satisfaction ; but if 
yon really love her, why not take her home with 
you, instead of leaving her for some Frenchman to 
fall in love with." 

Carston did not like this at all. 

" She would never listen to any Frenchman, my 
dear fellow." 

"Wouldn't she? All girls do; it's their nature." 

" It is so sudden to ask her to be ready so soon ; 
women always buy such heaps of clothes when 
they are going to be married, and ask for ever so 
much time," disconsolately. 

" Oh ! I see ; a bundle of wearing apparel, then, 
is to divide you, and you'll read her marriage one 
day in the € Times,' and wish yourself dead/ 



>3 



For Weal or for Woe. 299 

"You might ask Lina if she thought her sister 
would require the contents of half the Paris shops 
before she married." 

"Not I; do it yourself; here they come." 

As usual, Edward marched off with the smiling,, 
happy Meta, who was never called otherwise now 
than Lina, leaving big, honest Alio to do his own 
work. How he blundered through the ordeal of 
asking her a simple question, none but Leila ever 
knew. First he opened the subjefct by saying "he 
supposed Lina would spend the forthcoming week 
in shops, selecting about two hundred dresses." 

Leila stared.* " Oh ! no ; she does not intend 
buying anything." 

" Then I suppose you don't either ; you have lots 
of clothes," dreadfully confused. 

" The wedding will be very quiet," not seeing 
his meaning clearly, " and we shall not dress 
much." 

" I have brought so little with me, but Harburn 
says he thinks I have enough." 

" Pray don't allow such a trivial thing to disturb ■ 
you ; a dress suit will be all that you'll require." 

"Then I've got it, Leila, thank God, and you 
will marry me the same day ? " seizing her hands. 

She saw his meaning now, and said " Yes." 

Poor Mrs. Harburn ! Her bitterest enemy could 
not have wished her greater grief and anguish than. 
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she experienced on hearing the real name of her 
daughter-in-law. And Leila, too, had married her 
almost son, Alio Careton ; — blow the second. Great 
heavens ! what was there for her to live and look for- 
ward to after this double calamity ? She well remem- 
bered the hot dusty day and the thunderstorm that 
drove them all under the same archway for shelter. 
There was a fatality in making their acquaintance. 
Both her sons gone ; one murdered by them, or at 
their instigation. Had she never met them, she would 
have had Charlie and Edward still with her. This 
was the last drop of gall for her to drink, and it 
would embitter the remainder of her poor life. Why 
had she been so heavily tried ? Death would now be 
welcome — very welcome. Beading his letter again, 
she found by it that Mrs. Wynton had been very 
generous to both the girls. Mr. Hookim paid 
them on their wedding-day each ten thousand 
pounds, their mother's fortune, which had been 
restored by their father. 

They were then perfectly independent of her (how 
.sorry she felt for it !),and would return to India the 
following autumn. If she would forgive him for 
keeping her in ignorance of his darling's name, and 
would promise never to reflect on the past, they 
would spare a month or so to visit her. 

When she knew how much happiness fate had 
bestowed on her only son, she would learn in 
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time to rejoice, but now be did not expect her to 
fall into ecstasies. No answer came to this letter* 
She grieved in secret and in silence, each day 
growing more and more desponding. Months 
passed away, and she heard nothing of her son or 
his wife. The summer came and waned, and the 
grape harvest had began. It was the time he said 
he must return to India, could she let him go with- 
out at least a mother's blessing? Could she let 
him depart from the shores of his native land to 
seek again the treacherous clime of the Indies 
without looking for the last time on his face ? She- 
had nursed her anger and suspicion against Meta^ 
God knew whether she was guilty or innocent. 
She would let her come no longer between her and 
her child. So she arose, and travelled to London, 
there to await the sailing of the ship. Finding by 
the merest chance Alic's address from her banker, 
she wrote for news of Edward ; she thirsted to see 
him once again. And Alio wrote of his great 
happiness. Another day, and she would see him. 
He was to arrive from Dover. She'd find him at 
the Langham about seven. He (Alic) was more 
than happy. Would she not be glad to hear his 
gentle wife was more precious to him than the 
wealth of this world ? If, when after Edward left, 
she would forget the past, they would welcome her 
for the sake of Charlie. To the Langham she went,, 
and waited with pent up anxiety— pent up sorrow. 
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The day stole on, and busy waiters flew hither and 
thither in answer to, pealing bells. Carriages rattled 
in the street, and her heart kept pace with the tur- 
moil outside. Taking her station at the window, 
she gazed on the lighted way, and eagerly strained 
her eyes, dimmed by tears, and worn by anxious, 
sleepless nights, for the form of her only child! 
Up drove a cab, followed by another piled with 
boxes. Ah ! surely it must be him. A tall, hand- 
some man springs out, and carefully assists a lovely 
woman; then there comes a dapper little maid with 
her mistress's carriage-bag and scent-bottle; a 
clear, ringing voice on the landing, reminding the 
waiter his rooms had been ordered for a week — 
name, Harburn. It was enough. Out stole that 
bent figure, and mixed with the group. iC Edward, 
my son ! " All fear went from Lina directly she 
saw that heart-broken face, with its lines of care. 
The snow-white, silvery hair beneath the widow's 
cap pleaded for her clemency. The clinging arms, 
flung wildly round her son, told too plainly what 
the meeting was to her; — the yearning cry, "My 
son ! " so full of anguish at their estrangement, and 
joy to clasp him once more in her maternal arms — 
him whom she had nursed so tenderly as a little 
lisping child, whose career she had watched with 
a loving mother's pride and fearfulness, lest some 
pitfall should engulf him when midway up the 
ladder of fame. 
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Leading her to their rooms, Edward warmly re- 
turned her embraces, and bringing np Lina, who 
with downcast eyes was standing apart from them, 

" Mother, do not deny a blessing to my darling, 
remember the bitter ordeal in her young life; deal 
not hardly with her now on the eve of a journey 
carrying us far from home, fraught with many un- 
certainties both of life and fortune." 

The mother rose, and lightly kissed the cheek of 
her daughter-in-law. 

"I never thought to have owned you, Meta 
Wynton, as a child ; but now, with the darkness of 
advancing age and failing health upon me, I would 
fain be at peace with both my children." 

"Tour forgiveness is noble, Mrs. Harburn," 
grasping her hand, " inasmuch that I never 
expected you to be so generous. You believe me 
innocent now ; complete my happiness by telling me 
bo ; let me hear from the lips that once condemned 
me the pleasing refutation of that terrible charge." 

They were both trembling; the mother from 
emotion called up by the scenes of the past, and 
Meta from a longing desire to hear from her quondam, 
enemy the reassuring words of peace. - With a 
grieving face the mother fixed her eyes (such tearful 
eyes) first on her son and next on Meta, extending 
a hand to both as she said, 

" The past is dead. In it I condemned you; God 
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forgive me. Since then the conviction of your 
innocence has dawned upon me, even in my dreams, 
for I had no peace night or day. Child, I believe 
you thoroughly innocent, and may the blessing of 
a bereaved mother follow ybur steps through 
life!" 

It was a happy fortnight in London before the 
final departure. Mrs. Harburn felt almost happy 
in being united to her son ; but the sad event of 
bidding him " good-bye " for a long time, perhaps 
for ever, robbed the present of much of its happiness. 
Alic and Leila came to join the group, to see them 
off at Gravesend, and wish them buon viaggio. A 
very kind letter from her father, enclosing a cheque 
for a large sum, which he said Lina would find use- 
ful in her new home. He was still abroad, and was 
glad the two girls had found happiness. The name 
of Villiers Frampton did not once occur in his letter, 
and they knew not where he was. Lina had never 
beheld him since the church scene. The good old 
General and e Jenny, my love/ also came to add their 
sincere wishes and blessings. Mrs. Harburn was 
much pleased with their honest simplicity, and 
accepted an invitation from Leila to meet them at 
her house, which she hoped the lonely mother would 
make her own for the sake of the bygone affection 
there existed between her son and Alic. Mrs. Har- 
burn was touched by her gentle pleading, she had 
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always liked Leila, and accepted her kind offer of a 
home, for had she not been accustomed to look on 
Alic as a son ? Poor little Jenny was sad and down- 
cast at the prospect of the parting ; even Puffings 
and the fat page asked leave to see Mrs. Edward off/ 
so popular was she in the General's household. 

Edward felt a proud man that day on board, 
when the universal low murmur reached him speak- 
ing of th$ beauty and grace of Lina. She was 
handsomer, if possible, than when first he saw her 
at Meran, the look of undisguised happiness adding 
to her unmistakable loveliness. 

The mother bore up bravely when the last minute 
came, whispering blessings and words of comfort to 
the once unhappy Meta. Leaning over with two 
crystal tears glittering on her long lashes, she 
waved a last good-bye. And there, in the crowd of 
eager faces, and grieving friends, and streaming 
handkerchiefs held aloft as a parting signal, was 
Villiers Frampton, his cold, cruel, eyes fixed on the 
woman he most loved and hated. She saw him, 
and shuddered. Was it a sign of some hidden 
misery in the future, her seeing that cold, wicked 
face, her last impression on leaving England ? Why 
had her eyeB wandered from the loving gaze of her 
sister and her other warm well-wishers ? He was 
still there with his odious smile ; he saw and knew 
he was recognized. Drawing forth a delicata hand- 

x 
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kerchief, lie gently waved it aloft. It was the last 
time they ever met ; but to her longest and happiest 
day the shadow of her smiling enemy would rise 
before her as she had last seen him, although so 
perfectly secure in the love of Edward Harburn. 



THE END. 
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